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A PESSIMISTIC VIEW 

A little bit of Thackeray, 

A little bit of Scott, 
A modicum of Dickens just 

To tangle up the plot, 
A paraphrase of Marryat, 

Another from Dumas — 
You ask me for a novel, sir, 

And I say, there you are. 

The pen is greater than the sword, 

Of that there is no doubt. 
The pen for me whene'er I wish 

.An enemy to rout. 
A pen, a pad, and say a pint 

Of ink with which to scrawl, 
To put a foe to flight is all 

That's needed — truly all. 
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A PESSIMISTIC VIEW 

But when it comes to making up 

A novel in these days 
You do not need a pen at aJ 

To win the writer's bays. 
A pair of sharpened scissors and 

A wealth of pure white page 
Will do it if you have at hand 

A pot of mucilage. 

So give to me the scissors keen, 

And give to me the glue, 
And I will fix a novel up 

That's sure to startle you. 
The good ideas have all been 
worked, 

But while we've gum and paste 
There shall be books and books 
and books 

To please the public taste. 
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THE MASTERS PEN— A 
CONFESSION 

In my collection famed of curios 
I have, as every bookman knows, 
A pen that Thackeray once used. 

To be amused, 
I thought I'd "take that pen in 

hand," 
And see what came of it — what 

grand 
Inspired lines 'twould write, 

One Sunday night. 
I dipped it in the ink, 
And tried to think, 

"Just what shall I indite?" 
And do you know, that pen went 

fairly mad; 
A dreadful time with it I had. 
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THE MASTER'S PEN 

It spluttered, spattered, scratched, 

and blotted so, 
I had to give it up, you know. 
It really wouldn't work for me, 
And so I put it down ; but last 

night, after tea, 
I took it up again, 
And equally in vain. 

The hours sped; 
I went to bed, 
And in my dreams the pen came 

up to me and said : 
"Here is the list of Asses who 

have tried 
To take up pens the master laid 

aside ; 
Look thou !" I looked, and lo ! — 

perhaps you've guessed — 
My name, like Abou Ben's, led all 

the rest ! 
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BOOKWORM BALLADS 

A LITERARY FEAST 

My Bookworm gave a dinner to a 

number of his set. 
I was not there — I say it to my 

very great regret. 
For they dined well, I fancy, if the 

menu that I saw 
Was followed as implicitly as one 

obeys the law. 

"'Twill open," he observed to me, 

"with quatrains on the half. 
They go down easy ; then for soup" 

— it really made me laugh — 
" The poems of old Johnny Gay " — 

his words were rather rough — 
"They'll do quite well, for, after all, 

soup's thin and sloppy stuff. 
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BOOKWORM BALLADS 

" For fish, old Izaak Walton ; and 

to serve as an entr/e, 
I think some fixed-up morsel, say 

from James, or from Daudet ; 
The roast will be Charles Kingsley 

— there's a deal of beef in him. 
For sherbet, T. B. Aldrich is just 

suited to my whim. 

"For game I'll have Boccaccio — 

he's quite the proper one; 
He certainly is gamey, and a trifle 

underdone ; 
And for the salad, Addison, so fresh 

and crisp is he, 
With just a touch of Pope to give 

a tang to him, you see. 

"And then for cheese, Max Nordau, 

for I think you'll find right there 
Some things as strong and mushy 

as the best of Camembert ; 
And for dessert let Thackeray and 

O. Khayydm be brought, 
The which completes a dinner of 

most wondrous richness fraught. 
6 
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BOOKWORM BALLADS 

"For olives and for almonds we 

can take the jokes of Punch — 
They're good enough for us, I 

think, to casually munch; 
And through it all we'll quaff the 

wines that flow forever clear 
From Avon's vineyards in the heart 

of Will of Warwickshire." 
7 
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IDEAS FOR SALE 

I'm in literary culture, and I've 

opened up a shop, 
Where I'd like ye, gents and ladies, 

if you're passing by to stop. 
Come and see my rich assortment 

of fine literary seed 
That I'm selling to the writers of 

full many a modern screed. 

I've bacilli for ten volumes for a 

dollar, in a bag — 
Not a single germ among 'em that's 

been ever known to drag. 
Not a single germ among 'em, if 

you see they're planted right, 
But will grow into a novel that 

they'll say is out of sight. 

I have motifs by the thousand, 
motifs sad and motifs gay. 

You can buy 'em by the dozen, or 
I'll serve 'em every day : 
8 
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IDEAS FOR SALE 

I will serve 'em in the morning, as 
the milkman serves his wares ; 

I will serve 'em by the postman, 
or I'll leave 'em on your stairs. 

When you get down to your table 

with your head a vacuum, 
You can say unto your helpmeet, 

"Has that quart of ideas come 
That we ordered served here daily 

from that plot-man down the 

street?" 
And you'll find that I've been early 

my engagement to complete. 

Should you want a book of poems 
that will bring you into fame. 

Let me send a sample packet that 
will guarantee the same, 

Holding "Seeds of Thought from 
Byron, Herrick, Chaucer, Ten- 
nyson." 

Plant 'em deep, and keep 'em wa- 
tered, and you'll find the deed is 
done. 

9 
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IDEAS FOR SALE 

I've a hundred comic packets that 

would make a Twain of Job ; 
I have " Seeds of Tales Narcotic ; 

Tales of Surgeons and the Probe." 
I've a most superb assortment, on 

the very cheapest terms, 
Done up carefully in tin-foil, of my 

A 1 "Trilby Germs." 

So perchance if you're ambitious 

in a literary line, 
Be as dull as e'er you can be, you 

will surely cut a shine, 
If you'll only take advantage of 

this opportunity, 
When you're passing by to stop in 

for a little chat with me. 

You may ask me, in conclusion, 
why I do not seek myself 

All the laurel and the glory of 
these seeds I sell for pelf. 

I will tell you, though the confi- 
dence I can't deny is rash, 

I'm a trifle long on laurels, and a 
little short of cash. 
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THE A UTHORS BOOMERANG 

He frowns with reason ; he has al- 
ways said, 
M The public has no knowledge 
of true art ; 
The book of worth these days 
would not be read ; 
'Tis trash not truth that goes 
upon the mart." 

And then was published his be- 
loved work — 
Some twenty-six editions it has 
had— 
And he his own conclusion can- 
not shirk : 
With such success as this it 
must be bad ! 
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TO AN EGOTISTICAL BIOG- 
RAPHER 

I've read your story of your friend's 
fine life, 
But really, gentle sir, I fail to see, 
Why you have named it "Blank, 
and Jane his wife," 
When you had better called it 
simply "Me." 

12 
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NO COPYRIGHT NEEDED 

I've penned a score of essays bright, 
In Addison's best style; 

I've taken many a lofty flight, 
The Muses to beguile. 

Of novels I have written few — 
I think no more than ten ; 

With history I've had to do, 
Like several other men. 

And still, to my intense regret, 
Through all my woe and weal, 

I've never penned a volume yet, 
A foreigner would steal. 
13 
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INGREDIENTS OF GREAT- 
NESS 

The style of man I'd like to be, 
If I could have my way, 

Would be a sort of pot-pourri 
Of Poe and Thackeray ; 

Of Horace, Edison, and Lamb; 

Of Keats and Washington, 
G6rome and blest Omar Khayydm, 

And R. L. Stevenson ; 

Of Kipling and the Bard of Thrums, 
And Bonaparte the great — 

If I were these, I'd snap my thumbs 
Derisirely at Fate. 
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A COMMON FA VORITE 

Charles Lamb is good, and so is 
Thackeray, 

And so's Jane Austen in her pretty- 
way • ; 

Charles Dickens, too, has pleased 
me quite a lot, 

As also have both Stevenson and 
Scott. 

I like Dumas and Balzac, and I 
think 

Lord Byron quite a dab at spread- 
ing ink; 

But on the whole, at home, across 
the sea, 

The author I like best is Mr. Me. 







!■ 





A " first " of Elia filled my soul with 
A Meredith de luxe held no alloy. 



A COMMON FAVORITE 

And when I found Pendennis in 

the parts 
A throb of gladness stirred my heart 

of hearts. 
A richly pictured set of Avon's bard 
Upon my liking bounded pretty 

hard; 
But none brought out that cloying 

sense of glee 
That came from that first book by 

Mr. Me. 

And so I beg you join me in the 

toast 
To him that I confess I love the most. 
He does not always do his level best, 
But no one lives who can survive 

that test. 
His work is queer, and some folks 

call it bad, 
And some aver 'tis but a passing 

fad; 
But I don't care, the fact remains 

that he 
Has won my admiration — dear old 

Me. 

16 
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THEIR PENS 

The poet pens his odes and sonnets 
spruce 

With quills plucked from the or- 
dinary goose, 

While critics write their sharp in- 
cisive lines 

With quills snatched from the fret- 
ful porcupines. 
b 17 
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AN UNSOLVED PROBLEM 

If Bacon wrote those grand inspir- 
ing lines 
At which alternately man weeps 
and laughs, 
Who was it penned those chiro- 
graphic vines 
We know these times as Shakes- 
peare's autographs? 
18 
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THE BIBLIOPHILE'S THREA T 

If some one does not speedily in- 
dite 
A volume that is worthy of my 
shelf, 
I'll have to buy materials and 
write 
A novel and some poetry myself. 
19 
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MY TREASURES 

My library o'erflows with treasures 
rare : 
Of "Dickens' firsts," a full, un- 
broken set ; 
And in a little nooklet off the 
stair 
The whole edition of my novel- 
ette. 

20 
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A POETS FAD 

He writes bad verse on principle. 
E'en though it does not sell. 

He thinks the plan original — 
So many folk write well. 
21 
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THE POET UNDONE 

He was a poet born, but unkind 
Pate 
Once doomed him for his verses 
to be paid, 
Whereon he left the poet-born's 
estate 
And wrote like one who'd hap- 
pened to be made. 
22 
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A WANING MUSE 

" Why art thou sad, Poeticus ?" 
said I. 
So blue was he I feared he would 
not speak. 
" Alas ! I've lost my grip," was his 
reply — 
"I've writ but forty poems, sir, 
this week." 

23 
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MODESTY 

"What hundred books are best, 
think you?" I said, 
Addressing one devoted to the 
pen. 
He thought a moment, then he 
raised his head: 
"I hardly know — I've written 
only ten." 

24 
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MY LORD THE BOOK 

A book is an aristocrat : 

Tis pampered — lives in state; 

Stands on a shelf, with naught 
whereat 
To worry — lovely fate ! 

Enjoys the best of company ; 

And often — ay, 'tis so — 
Like much in aristocracy, 

Its title makes it go. 
25 
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THE BIBLIOMISER 

He does not read at all, yet he 
doth hoard 

Rich books. In exile on his 
shelves they're stored ; 

And many a volume, sweet and 
good and true, 

Fails in the work that it was 
made to do. 

Why, e'en the dust they've caught 
since he began 

Would quite suffice to make a de- 
cent man! 

26 
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THE " COLLECTOR " . 

I got a tome to-day, and I was 

glad to strike it, 
Because no other man can ever 

get one like it. 
'Tis poor, and badly print ; its 

meaning's Greek ; 
But what of that ? 'Tis mine, and 
it's unique. 
So Bah ! to others, 
Men and brothers — 
Bah ! and likewise Pooh ! 
I've got the best of you. 
Go sicken, die, and eke repine. 
That book you wanted — Gad ! 
that's mine! 
27 
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A READER 

Daudet to him is e'er Dodett ; 

Dumas he calls Dumass ; 
But prithee do not you forget 

He's not at all an ass; 

Because the books that he doth 
buy, 

That on his shelf do stand, 
Hold not one page his eagle eye 

Hath not completely scanned. 

And while this man's orthoepy 

May not be what it should, 
He knows what books contain, and 
he 
"Can quote 'em pretty good." 
28 
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FATE! 

f 

I feel that I am quite as smart 
As Edward Bulwer Lytton, Bart. 

I'm also every bit as bright 
As Walter Scott, the Scottish 
knight ; 

And in my own peculiar way 
I'm just as good as Thackeray. 

But, woe is me that it should be, 
They got here years ahead of me, 

! And all the tales I would unfold 

By them already have been told. 
29 
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A PLEASING THOUGHT 

They speak most truly who do say 
¥e have no writing-folk to-day 
Like those whose names, in days 

gone by, 
Upon the scroll of fame stood high. 
And when I think of Smollett's 

tales, 
Of waspish Pope's ill-natured rails, 
Of Fielding dull, of Sterne too free, 
Of Swift's uncurbed indecency, 
Of Dr. Johnson's bludgeon-wit, 
I must confess I'm glad of it! 
30 
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BOOKS vs. "BOOKS" 

BY A BIBLIOMANIAC 

A volume's just received on vellum 

print. 
The book is worth the vellum — no 

more in't. 
But, as I search my head for 

thoughts, I find 
One fact embedded firmly in my 

mind. 

That's this, in short: while it no 

doubt may be 
Most pleasant for an author small 

to see 
A fine edition of his work put out, 
No man who's sane can ever really 

doubt 

3* 



Digitized by 



Google 



BOOKS vs. "BOOKS" 

That products of his brain and pen 
can live 

Alone for that which they may 
haply give ! 

And though on vellum stiff the 
work appears, I 

It cannot live throughout the after- 
years, 

Unless it has within its leaves some '* 

hint 
Of something further than the style 

of print 
And paper — give me Omar on mere 

waste, 
I'll choose it rather than some j 

" bookish taste," 

Expended on a flimsy, whimsey tale, 

Put out to catch a whimsey, flimsy 1 

sale. 

I'd choose my Omar print on gro- 
cer's wraps 

Before the vellum books of "book- 
ish" chaps. 
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A CONFESSION 

My epic verse, my pet production, 
which I deemed 
Sufficient to advance me to the 
highest peak 
Of difficult Parnassus, goal of which 
I've dreamed 
For many a weary year, came 
back to me last week. 
The Editor I cursed, that he should 
stand between 
My dear ambition and my scarce- 
ly dearer self; 
Whose unappreciation forced to 
blush unseen 
My one dear book, to gather dust 
upon my shelf. 
33 
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A CONFESSION 

That night in sleep an Angel fair 
came to my side, 
And in her hand she held a scroll; 
in lines of flame 
The name of him I'd cursed was 
writ; and when I cried, 
"What portent this?" the rare 
celestial dame 

Replied : 
"Read here, O Ingrate base, the 

name of him thou'st cursed. 
The very man of all men who 

should be the first 
Thy love and lasting gratitude to 

know, since he 
Still leaves the path Parnassian 

open unto thee — 
A path which thou with halting 

rhyme, most ill composed, 
Against thyself hast sought to keep 

forever closed. 
Read thou thy lines again!" 

Ah ! bitter was the cup. 
I read, withdrew the curse — and 
tore the epic up. 
34 
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THE EDITION DE LOOKS 

How very close to truth these 

bookish men 
Can be when in their catalogues 

they pen 

The words descriptive of the wares 

they hold 
To tempt the book-man with his 

purse of gold! 

For instance, they have Dryden — 

splendid set — 
Which some poor wight would part 

with wealth to get. 

'Tis richly bound, its edges gilded 

—but- 
Hard fate — as Dryden well deserves 

— uncut ! 

35 
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THE EDITION DE LOOKS 

For who these days would think 

to buy the screed 
Of dull old dusty Dry den just to 

read? 

In faith if his editions had been kept 
Amongst the rarities he'd ne'er 
have crept! 

And then those pompous, over- 
whelming tomes 

You find so oft in overwhelming 
homes, 

No substance on a Whatman sur- 
face placed, 

In polished leather and in tooling 
cased, 

The gilded edges dazzling to the eye 
And flaunting all their charms so 
wantonly. 

These book -men, when they cata- 
logue their books, 
Call them in truth Edition de luxe. 
36 
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THE EDITION DE LOOKS 

That's all they have, most of 'em, 
just plain shape, 

With less pure wine than any un- 
ripe grape. 

But tomes that travel on their 

"looks" indeed 
Are only good for those who do 

not read ; 

And, like most people clad in gar- 
ments grand, 

Seem rather heavy for the average 
hand. 
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WISE AND OTHERWISE 
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NAPOLINPS ERROR 

Pietro Napolini di Vendbtta Pas- 

quarelle 
Deserted balmy Italy, the land 

that loved him well, 
And sailed for soft America, of 

wealth the very fount, 
To earn sufficient dollars there to 

make himself a count. 
Alas for poor Pietro ! he arrived in 

winter-time, 
And marvelled at the poet who 

observed in tripping rhyme 
How this New World was genial, 

and a sunny sort of clime. 

No chance had he for music that's 

developed by a crank, 
No chance had he at sculpture, 

nor a penny in the bank. 
41 
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NAPOLINTS ERROR 

The pea-nut trade was languid, 
and for him too full of risk ; 

He thought the work on railways 
for his blood was rather brisk. 

The sole profession left him to as- 
suage his stomach's woe, 

It struck him in meandering the 
city to and fro, 

Was surely that of shovelling away 
the rich man's snow. 



And then P. Napolini di Vendetta 

Pasquarelle 
Sought out a city thoroughfare, 

the swellest of the swell. 
He stole a shovel, and he found a 

broom he thought would do, 
Then rang the massive front-door 

bell of Stuy vesant Depew. 
" I wanta shov* da snow," he said, 

when there at last appeared 
Pitzjohn Augustus Higgins, who in 

Birmingham was reared, 
A man by all in low estate much 

hated and much feared. 
42 
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NAPOLINI'S ERROR 

"Go wi," said Fitz, with gesture 

bold. " Yer cahn't do nothink ere, 
Yer blooming hugly furriner!" he 

added, with a sneer. 
" Hi thinks as 'ow you dagoes is 

the cuss o' this 'ere land, 
With wuthy citizens like me 'most 

starved on every 'and. 
Hi vows hif I'd me wi at all hi'd 

order hout a troop, 
Hand send the bloomin' lot o' yer 

'ead over 'eels in soup. 
Git hout, yer nahsty grabber yer; 

hewacuate the stoop." 

Then when the snow had melted 

off, Fitzjohn Augustus went 
And humbly asked his master for 

two dollars that he'd spent 
In paying Napolini di Vendetta 

Pasquarelle ; 
While Nap went back to Italy, the 

land that loved him well, 
Convinced that when he sailed 

that time his country to for- 
sake, 
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NAPOLINTS ERROR 

He must have got aboard the ship 
when he was half awake, 

And got to London, not New York, 
by some most odd mistake. 
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MY COLOR 

My best-loved color? Well, I think 
I like 
A soft and tender dewy green — 
for grass. 
Sometimes a pink my fancy too will 
strike — 
In lobster purte or a Sauterne 
glass. 

Blue is a color, too, I greatly love. 

It's sort of satisfying to my eyes. 
'Tis their own color ; and I'm quite 
fond of 

This hue also for soft Italian skies. 

For blushes, give me red, nor hesi- 
tate 
To pile it on ; I like it good and 
strong 
C 45 
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MY COLOR 

Upon the cheeks of her I call my 
Fate, 
The loveliest of all the lovely- 
throng. 

On golden - yellow oft my fancy 
dwells. 
'Tis almost godlike, as it sparkles 
through 
The effervescent fizz ; and wondrous 
spells 
It casts o'er me when coined in 
dollars, too. 

Hence, friend, it is I cannot specify 
What hues particular my joys 
enhance. 
I like them all; their popularity 
At special times depends on cir- 
cumstance. 
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CONTENTMENT IN NA TURE 

I would not change my joys for 
those 
Of Emperors and Kings. 
What has my gentle friend the 

rose 
Told them, if aught, do you sup- 
pose — 
The rose that tells me things? 

What secrets have they had with 
trees ? 

What romps with grassy spears ? 
What know they of the mysteries 
Of butterflies and honey-bees, 

Who whisper in my ears? 

What says the sunbeam unto 
them? 
What tales have brooklets told? 
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CONTENTMENT IN NATURE 

Is there within their diadem 
A single rival to the gem 
The dewy daisies hold? 

What sympathy have they with 
birds 
Whose songs are songs of mine ? 
Do they e'er hear, as though in 

words 
'Twas lisped, the message of the 
herds 
Of grazing, lowing kine? 

Ah no ! Give me no lofty throne, 

But just what Nature yields. 
Let me but wander on, alone 
If need be, so that all my own 
Are woods and dales and fields. 
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THE HEROIC GUNNER 

When the order was given to withdraw from battle 
for breakfast, one of the gun -captains, a privileged 
character, begged Commodore Dewey to let them keep 
on fighting until " we've wiped 'em out" — War Ante- 
dote in Daily Paper. 

At the battle of Manila, 

In the un-Pacific sea, 
Stood a gunner with his mad up 

Just as far as it could be — 
Stood a gunner brave and ready. 

For the hated enemy. 

Near the Isles of Philopena 
Raged the battle all the morn, 

And the plucky Spanish sailors 
By the shot and shell were torn ; 

And the flag that floated o'er them 
To oblivion was borne. 
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THE HEROIC GUNNER 

Every cannon belched projectiles, 
Every cannon breathed forth hell, 

Every cannon mowed the foeman 
From the deck into the swell, 

When amid the din of battle 
Rang the silvery breakfast-bell. 

" Stop your shooting ! Come to 
breakfast !" 

Cried the gallant Commodore. 
"After eating we will let them 

Have a rousing old encore. 
Stow your lanyards, O my Jackies ; 

Let the cannon cease to roar." 

Then upspake the fighting gunner : 
"Dewey, don't, I beg of you. 

What's the use of drinking coffee 
Till we've put this scrimmage 
through ? 

If there's any one who's hungry, 
Won't this Spanish omelet do? 

" Parragut would not have done it 
When through Mobile Bay he 
sped. 
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THE HEROIC GUNNER 

Why then, Dewey, should we break- 
fast 
Till we've plunked 'em full of 
lead? 
Let our motto be as his was — 
Damn the fishballs! Go ahead!" 
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THE PATHETIC TALE OF 
THE CADDY BOY 

u Comb here," said I, " oh caddy boy, 
and tell me how it haps 

You cling so fast unto these links ; 
not like the other chaps, 

Who like to dally on the streets 
and play the game of craps? 

" Is it that you enjoy the work of 

carrying a bag 
While others speed the festive ball 

o'er valley, hill, and crag? 
And do your spirits never seem to 

falter or to flag? 

"I've watched you many a day, my 
lad, and puzzled o'er the fact 

That you are so attentive to the 
game ; your every act 
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PA THETIC TALE OF CADD Y BOY 

Doth indicate perfection — there's 
been nothing you have lacked. 



"And I would know just why it is 
that you so perfect seem — 

In all my golfing days you've been 
the very brightest gleam— 

Or am I lying home in bed and 
are you just a dream?" 

" Oh, sir," said he, " I caddy here 

because I love my pa; 
I cling unto these gladsome links 

because I love my ma; 
In short, I love my parents, sir, and 

these my reasons are : 

"'Twas but a year ago, good sir, 
when first this ancient sport 

Came in the portals of our home — 
home of the sweetest sort ; 

When golf came through the win- 
dow, sir, why home went through 
the port. 
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PATHETIC TALE OF CADDY BOY 

"My father first he took it up, 
and many a weary night 

My mother with us children waited 
up by candle-light, 

In hopes that he'd return and free 
us from our lonely plight. 

" Then mother she went after him 
—alas! that it should be — 

And shortly learned the game her- 
self — she plays it famously — 

Which left us children orphans, I 
and all my brothers three. 

"They play it here, they play it 
there, they play it everywhere ; 

No matter what the weather, be it 
wet or be it fair, 

And for the cares of golf they've 
dropped their every other care. 

"And so it is that we poor lads 
are forced to leave our home, 

And join the ranks of caddy boys 
who o'er the fields do roam 
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PA THETIC TALE OF CADD Y BOY 

In search of little golf-balls in the 
sunlight and the gloam ; 

" For some day we are hoping that 

our eyes again will see 
Our most beloved parents on some 

putting-green or tee ; 
A sight to gladden all our hearts if 

it should ever be." 

And lo — I looked upon that boy — 
his face was sweet and sad, 

And to my heart there came a 
twinge, for in that little lad 

I recognized my eldest son — / was 
that wicked dad ! 

And now together we are out on 

links at home and far. 
He and his three small brothers 

with their shamed, repentant pa, 
A-looking here and looking there 

to find their dear mamma. 
55 



Digitized by 



Google 



GARRULOUS WISDOM 

I know a wondrous man — my 
neighbor he; 
He's ripe in years, and great in 
understanding. 
He's versed in art, and in philos- 
ophy 
He shows a mind that's verily 
commanding. 

He'll stand before a painting, and 
without 
A single instant's thought, or 
hesitation, 
He'll tell the painter's name, nor 
any doubt 
Is there he gives the proper in- 
formation. 
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GARRULOUS WISDOM 

The rocks, the hills and valleys, 
hold from him 
No secret that is past a man's 
revealing. 
He knows why some are stout and 
others slim ; 
He comprehends all kinds of hu- 
man feeling. 

The records of the stars he knows, 
and each 
Romance that round about the 
heavens lingers. 
At dinner-time he oft delights to 
preach 
On which was made the first, or 
forks or fingers. 

Indeed, all things he knows, or 
high or low — 
The things that fly on wing, or 
go a-walking — 
Except one thing he never seems 
to know, 
And that's when he should stop 
his endless talking. 
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THE PERJURY OF A RE- 
JECTED LOVER 

When I was twenty-one, I swore, 

If I should ever wed, 
The maiden that I should adore 

Should have a classic head ; 
Should have a form quite Juno- 
esque ; 

A manner full of grace ; 
A wealth of hirsute picturesque 

Above a piquant face. 

But I, alas ! am perjured, for 

I've wed a dumpy lass 
I much despised in days of yore, 

Of quite the plainest class, 
Because each maiden of my dream, 

Whose favor I did seek, 
Was so opposed unto my scheme 

I married Jane in pique. 
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MAID OF CULTURE 

Maid of culture, ere we part, 
Since we've talked of letters, art, 
Science, faith, and hypnotism, 
And 'most every other ism, 
When you wrote, a while ago, 
Z«1 fww 5 (rag dyct7rw, 

Let me tell you this, my dear : 
Though your lettering was clear, 
Though the ancient sages Greek 
Would be glad to hear you speak, 
They would be replete with woe 

At your /lov, <rac aycwrw. 

For, dear maiden most astute, 
You have placed the mark acute 
O'er omega. Take your specs. 
See ? It should be circumflex. 
Still I love you, even though 
You have written ayaww. 
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NOT PERFECT 

Hbr eyes are blue — a lovely hue 
For eyes ; her cheeks are pink, 
And for the cheek, 'twixt me and 

you, 
That color's right, I think. 

Her fingers taper prettily, 
Her teeth are white as pearls — 

Her hands seem softer far to me 
Than any other girl's. 

Her figure's trim — it is petite — 
I like them just that way, 

And truly, maiden half so sweet 
You'd not find every day. 

And yet, alas ! she's not my choice, 

This creature of my rhyme — 
Because her soft and rich -toned 
voice 
Is going all the time. 
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A CITY DWELLER'S WISH 

I love the leaf of the old oak-tree, 
I love the gum of the spruce, 

I love the bark of the hickory, 
And I love the maple's juice. 

On the walnut's grain I fondly dote, 
On the cherry's fruit I'd dine, 

And I love to lie in a narrow boat, 
And scent the odor of pine. 

Ah, me ! how I wish some power 
grand 
Would invent some single tree 
With all these points well devel- 
oped, and 
Would send that tree to me ! 

I'd plant it deep in the jardiniere 

That stands in this flat of mine ; 

I'd give it the sweetest, tenderest 

care, 

And water its roots with wine. 
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WHERE ARE THEY? 

What has become of the cast-off 
coats 
That covered Will Shakespeare's 
back? 
What has become of the old row- 
boats 
Of Kidd and his pirate pack? 

Where are the scarfs that Lord By- 
ron wore? 
Where are poor Shelley's cuffs? 
What has become of that wondrous 
store 
Of Queen Elizabeth's ruffs ? 

Where are the slippers of Ferdi- 
nand? 
Where are Marc Antony's clothes ? 
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WHERE ARE THEY? 

Where are the gloves from Antoi- 
nette's hand ? 
Where Oliver Goldsmith's hose? 

I do not search for the ships of 
Tyre— 

The grave of Whittington's cat 
Would sooner set my spirit on fire — 

Or even Beau Brummel's hat. 

And when I reflect that there are 
spots 

In the world that I can't find, 
Where lie these same identical lots, 

And many of this same kind, 

I'm tempted to give a store of gold 

To him that will bring to me 
A glass, Earth's mysteries to un- 
fold, 
And show me where these things 
be. 
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MEMORIES 

Yon maiden once a jester did 
adore, 
Who early died and in the 
church-yard sleeps. 
Once in a while she reads his best 
jokes o'er 
And sits her down and madly, 
sorely weeps. 
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.A SAD STATE 

I know a man in Real Estate, 
Whose pride of self's sublime. 

He'd like to be a poet great 
But " can't afford the time." 
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AD ASTRA PER OTIUM 

As I read over old John Dryden's 
verse, 
The rhymes of men like William 
Blake, and Gay, 
The stuff that helped fill Edmund 
Waller's purse, 
And that which placed on Mar- 
veil's brow the bay, 

It doth appear to me that in those 
times 
The Muses quaffed not sparkling 
wine, but grog, 
And that to grow immortal through 
one's rhymes 
Was 'bout as hard as falling off 
a log. 
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CONSOLATION 

Shakespeare was not accounted 
great 

When good Queen Bess ruled Eng- 
land's state, 

So why should I to-day repine 

Because the laurel is not mine? 

Perhaps in twenty-ninety-three 
Polks will begin to talk of me, 
And somewhere statues may be 

built 
Of me, in bronze, perhaps in gilt, 

And sages full of quips and quirks 
Will wonder if I wrote my works. 
So why should I repine to-day 
Because my brow wears not the 
bay? 
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• SATISFACTION 

ON READING "NOT ONE DISSATIS- 
FIED," BY WALT WHITMAN 

God spare the day when I am satis- 
fied! 
Enough is truly likened to a feast 

that leaves man satiate. 
The sluggishness of fulness comes 

apace; the dulness of a mind 

that knows all things. 
The lack of every sweet desire ; no 

new sensation for the soul! 
To want no more? 
What vile estate is that? 
What holds the morrow for the soul 

that's satisfied? 
What holds the future for the mind 

content? 
Is aspiration worthless? 
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SATISFACTION 

Is much - abused ambition then so 
vile? 

What is the essence of the joy of 
living? 

Must yesterday, to-morrow, and to- 
day all be the same, 

With nothing to be hoped for? 

Is not a soul athirst a joyous thing? 

Where lies content to him whose 
eye doth rest on higher things? 

What satiation can compare to hope? 

Yet who among the satisfied hath 
need of hope? 

What can he hope for if he's satis- 
fied? 

'Tis but conceit, and nothing more, 
to prate of satisfaction! 

God spare the day when I am satis- 
fied! 

I do not want the earth, 

Yet nothing less will leave me quite 
content ; 

And once 'tis mine, 

I'm very sure you'll find me roam- 
ing off 

After the universe! 
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TO A WITHERED ROSE 

Thy span of life was all too short — 
A week or two at best — 

From budding -time, through blos- 
soming, 
To withering and rest. 



Yet compensation hast thou — aye! — 

For all thy little woes; 
For was it not thy happy lot 

To live and die a rose? 
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THE WORST OF ENEMIES 

I do not fear an enemy 

Who all his days hath hated me. 

I do not bother o'er a foe 
Whose name and face I do not 
know. 

I mind me not the small attack 
Of him who bites behind my back: 

But Heaven help me to the end 
'Gainst that one who was once my 
friend. 
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JOKES OF THE NIGHT 

Blessed jokes of my dreams ! Your 
praises I'd sing. 

No mirth can compare to the mirth 
that you bring. 

I've read London Punch from be- 
ginning to end, 

On all comic papers much money 
I spend, 

But naught that is in them can 
ever seem bright 

Beside the rich jokes that I dream 
of at night. 

How I laugh at those jests of my 

brain when at rest, 
The gladdest and merriest, sweetest 

and best! 
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JOKES OF THE NIGHT 

And how, when I wake in the morn- 
ing and try 

To call them to mind, oh how bash- 
ful, how shy 

They seem, how they scatter and 
hide out of sight — 

Those jokes of my dreamings, those 
jests of the night! 

Take the one that came to me to- 
day just at dawn: 

The Cable -Car turns and remarks 
to the Prawn, 

" The Crowbar is seasick ; but then 
what of that, 

As long as the Camel won't wear 
a silk hat?" 

I laughed — why, I laughed till my 
wife had a fright 

For fear I'd go wild from that joke 
of the night. 

And they're all much like that one 

— elusive enough, 
Yet full of facetious, hilarious 

stuff— 
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JOKES OF THE NIGHT 

Stuff past comprehension, stuff no 

man dares tell; 
For nocturnal jests, e'en told ever 

so well— 
'Tis odd it should be so — are not 

often bright, 
Except to the dreamer who dreams 

them at night. 
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AN AUTUMNAL ROMANCE 

A leap fell in love with the soft 
green lawn, 
He deemed her the sweetest and 
best, 
And then on a dreary November 
dawn 
He withered and died on her 
• breast. 
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THE COUNTRY IN JULY 



Wherb glistening in the softness 
of the night 

The vagrant will-o'-wisps do greet 
the sight; 

Where fragrance baffling permeates 
the breeze 

That gently flouts the grasses and 
the trees; 

Where every flying thing doth seem 
to be 

Instinct with sweetly sensuous mel- 
ody; 

Where hills and dales assume their 
warmest phase, 

With here and there a scarf of opal 
haze 

To soften their luxuriant attire; 

Where one can almost hear the el- 
fin choir 
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THE COUNTR Y IN JUL Y 

Across the meadow -land, down in 

the wood, 
In songs of gladness — there are all 

things good. 
Ah! ye who seek the spot where 

joys abide, 
Awake ! Awake ! Seek out the 

country-side, 
And through the blue- gray July 

haze see life 
All free from care, from sorrow, and 

from strife. 

77 



Digitized by 



Google 



MAY 30, 1893 

It seemed to be but chance, yet 

who shall say 
That 'twas not part of Nature's 

own sweet way, 

That on the field where once the 

cannon's breath 
Lay many a hero cold and stark 

in death, 

Some little children, in the after- 
years, 

Had come to play among the grassy 
spears, 

And, all unheeding, when their romp 

was done, 
Had left a wreath of wild flowers 

over one 
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MA V jo, iSoj 

Who fought to save his country, 
and whose lot 

It was to die unknown and rest for- 
got? 
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THE CURSE OF WEALTH 



"What shall I put my dollars in?" 
he asked, in wild dismay. 
"I've fifty thousand of 'em, and 
I'd like to keep 'em too. 
I'd like to put them by to serve 
some future rainy day, 
But in these times of queer fi- 
nance what can a fellow do? 



"A railway bond is picturesque, 
and the supply is great, 
But strangely like a novel that 
upon occasion drags, 
Of which the critics of the time in 
hackneyed phrases state, 
* The work has certain value, but 
the int'rest often flags!' 
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THE CURSE OF WEALTH 

" The same is true of railway shares, 
'tis safer to invest 
In ploughshares, so it seems to 
me, in this unhappy time. 
Some think great wealth a blessing, 
but it cannot stand the test ; 
He's happier by far than I who's 
but a single dime. 

"He does not lie awake at night 
and fret and fume, to think 
Of bank officials on a spree with 
what he's toiled to get. 
He is not driven by his woe quite 
to the verge of drink 
By wondering if his balance in 
the bank remains there yet. 

"He does not pick the paper up 
in terror every night 
To see if V.B.G. is up, or P.D.Q. 
is down; 
It does not fill his anxious soul 
with nerve-destroying fright 
To hear the Wall Street rumors 
that are flying 'bout the town. 
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THE CURSE OF WEALTH 

"Ah, better had I ta'en that cash 
that I have skimped to save, 
And spent it on my living and 
my pleasures day by day! 
I would not now be goaded nigh 
unto my waiting grave, 
By wondering how the deuce to 
keep those dollars mine for aye. 

" I'd not be bankrupt in my nerves 
and prematurely old, 
These golden shackles must be 
burst ; I must again be free. 
What Ho without ! My ducats — 
to the winds with all my gold, 
That I may once again enjoy 
the rest of poverty." 
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THE RHYME OF THE AN- 
CIENT POPULIST 

It was an ancient populist, 

His beard was long and gray, 
And punctuated by his fist, 

He had his little say : 
" This is the age of gold," he said, 
" 'Tis gold for butter, gold for bread, 
Gold for bonds and gold for fun ; 
Gold for all things 'neath the sun." 
Then with a smile 

He shook his head. 
"Just wait awhile," 
He slyly said. 
" When we get in and run the State 
We'll tackle gold, we'll legislate. 
We'll pass an act 
And make a fact 
By which these gold -bugs will be 
whacked 
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THE ANCIENT POPULIST 

Till they're as cold 
As is their gold. 
We're going to make a statute law 

by which 'twill be decreed 
That standards are abolished, for a 

standard favors greed. 
This is the country of the free, and 

free this land shall be 
.As soon as we the 'people' have 

our opportunity, 
And he who has to pay a bill 
Can pay in whate'er suits his will. 
The tailor? Let him take his coats 
And pay his notes; 
Or if perchance 
He's long on pants, 
Let trousers be 
His £. s. d. 
The baker! Let his landlord take 

His rent in cake, 
Or anything the man can bake. 
And if a plumber wants a crumb, 
He may unto the baker come 

And plumb. 
A joker needing hats or cloaks 
Can go and pay for them with jokes, 
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THE ANCIENT POPULIST 

And so on: what a fellow's got 
Shall pay for things that he has not. 
If beggers' rags were cash, you'd 

see 
No longer any beggary; 
In short, there'd be no poverty." 
"A splendid scheme," quoth I ; "but 

stay! 
What of the nation's credit, pray ?" 
" Ha-ha ! ho-ho !" he loudly roared. 
"We'll leave that problem to the 

Lord. 
And if He fails to keep us straight 
Once more we'll have to legislate, 
And so create, 
Confounding greed, 
As much of credit as we need." 
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ONE OF THE NAMELESS 
GREAT 

I knew a man who died in days of 
yore, 
To whom no monument is like 
to rise; 
And yet there never lived a mortal 
more 
Deserving of a shaft to pierce 
the skies. 

His chiefest wish strong friend- 
ships was to make; 
He cared but little for this poor 
world's pelf; 
He shared his joys with every one 
who'd take, 
And kept his sorrows strictly to 
himself. 
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IN FEBRUARY DAYS 

Pair Nature, like the mother of a 
wayward child 
Who needs must chide the off- 
spring of her heart, 
Disguiseth for a season all the sweet 
and mild 
Maternal softness for an austere 
part. 

And 'neath her frown the errant 
earth in winter seems 
Prostrate to lie, and petulant of 
mood; 
Restrained in icy fetters all the 
babbling streams, 
Like naughty babes who're learn- 
ing to be good. 
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IN FEBRUARY DAYS 

Then, in this second month, most 
motherlike again, 
The frown assumed gives now 
and then a place 
To soft indulgent glances, lessening 
the pain, 
And hints of spring and pardon 
light her face. 
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A CHANGE OF AMBITION 

Horatius at the bridge, and he 
Who fought at old Thermopylae; 

Great Samson and his potent bone 
By which the Philistines were 
slone ; 

Small David with his wondrous 

aim 
That did for him of giant frame; 

J. Caesar in his Gallic scraps 
That made him lord of other chaps ; 

Sweet William, called the Con- 
queror, 
Who made the Briton sick of war; 
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A CHANGE OF AMBITION 

King Hal the Fifth, who nobly 

fought 
And thrashed the foe at Agincourt ; 

Old Bonaparte, and Washington, 
And Frederick, and Wellington, 

Decatur, Nelson, Fighting Joe, 
And Farragut, and Grant, and, oh, 

A thousand other heroes I 
Have wished I were in days gone 
by- 

Can take their laurels from my 

door, 
For I don't want 'em any more. 

The truth will out ; it can't be hid ; 
The doughty deed that Dewey did, 

In that far distant Spanish sea, 
Is really good enough for me. 

The grammar's bad, but, O my son, 

I wish I'd did what Dewey done! 
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MESSAGE FROM MAHAT- 
MAS 

Onset Bay, Massachusetts, May 24, 18— .— The- 
osophists and others at Onset Bay Camp Grounds have 
been greatly excited of late by a message which has 
been received from the Mahatmas, Koot Hoomi, and 
his partner, who are summering in the desert of Gobi. 
The message is of considerable length, and contains 
much that is purely personal.— /foil? Newspaper. 

Sound the timbrel, beat the drum ! 
Word from the Mahatma's come. 
Straight from Hoomi Koot & Co. 
Comes the note to us below, 
Pull of joy and gossiping. 
Hoomi Koot is summering 
In the desert waste of Gobi, 
In a cottage of adobe. 
All the little Koots are well. 
Tommy Koot has learned to spelL 
Mrs. Koot is busy on 
Papers on "The Great Anon," 
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MESSAGE FROM MAHATMAS 

Which by special cable soon, 
From her workshop in the moon, 
Will be sent to us below 
By grand Hoomi Koot & Co. 

We are told that Maggie Koot 
Looks well in her golfing suit; 
And her brand-new Astral Bike 
Is the best they've seen this cike — 
Cike is slang for cycle, so 
I have learned from Koot & Co. 
Soon she's going to take a run 
Out from Gobi to the sun, 
After which she thinks to race 
For the Championship of Space, 
And a trophy given by 
The Grand High Pasupati. 

Baby Koot has learned to walk, 
And likewise, 'tis said, to talk; 
But, to Mrs. Koot's dismay, 
Seems to have a funny way: 
Full of questions, " Why and How," 
Ail about the sacred cow. 
Questions of a flippant ilk, 
Like "Is Buddha made of milk?" 
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MESSAGE FROM MAHATMAS 

Questions void of answers spite 
Of his parents' second sight. 
What to do with Baby Koot 
Worries all the whole cahoot. 

Finally the message ends 
With best love to all our friends. 
Give our enemies a twist. 
Let each true theoso-fist 
Strike a thunder-hitting blow 
For the firm of Koot & Co.; 
Strike till black is every eye 
Doubting our theosophy. 
And impress on every tribe 
Now's the season to subscribe. 
Guard against the coming storm; 
Keep our astral bodies warm. 
Give us bonnets for the head; 
Keep our spirit stomachs fed. 
Let your glad remittance go 
Out to Hoomi Koot & Co., 
Through their Agents on the earth, 
Men and women full of worth; 
And when next a message comes 
From the Koots down to their 
chums, 
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MESSAGE FROM MAHATMAS 

Those who've paid their money 

down 
Will receive a harp and crown. 

Step up lively! now's the time 
For your nickel and your dime, 
To provide for winter suits 
For the grand Mahatma Koots. 
Furthermore, be not too brash, 
Send it up in solid cash. 
Astral money, it may be, 
Circulates in theory; 
But 'tis best to give us cold, 
Bilious, drossy, filthy gold. 

All our blessings to you go. 
Yours, for health, / 

H. Koots & Co. 
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THE GOLD -SEEKERS 

Gold, gold, gold! 
What care we for hunger arid cold ? 
What care we for the moil and strife, 
Or the thousands of foes to health 

and life, 
When there's gold for the mighty, 

and gold for the meek, 
And gold for whoever shall dare 

to seek? 
Untold 
Is the gold; 
And it lies in the reach of the man 

that's bold: 
In the hands of the man who dares 

to face 
The death in the blast, that blows 

apace ; 
That withers the leaves on the 

forest tree; 
That fetters with ice all the north- 
ern sea; 
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THE GOLD-SEEKERS 

That chills all the green on the 
fair earth's breast, 

And as certainly kills as the un- 
stayed pest. 

It lies in the hands of the man 
who'd sell 

His hold on his life for an ice- 
bound hell. 

What care we for the fevered 
brain 

That's filled with ravings and 

• thoughts insane, 

So long as we hold 

In our hands the gold? — 

The glistening, glittering, ghastly 
gold 

That comes at the end of the 
hunger and cold; 

That comes at the end of the 
awful thirst; 

That comes through the pain and 
torture accurst 

Of limbs that are racked and minds 
o'erthrown, 

The gold lies there and is all our 
own, 
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Be we mighty or meek, 
If we do but seek. 

For the hunger is sweet and the 
cold is fair 

To the man whose riches are past 
compare ; 

And the o'erthrown mind is as 
good as sane, 

And a joy to the limbs is the rack- 
ing pain, 

If the gold is there. 

And they say, if you fail, in your 
dying day 

All the tears, all the troubles, are 
wiped away 

By the fever-thought of your shat- 
tered mind 

That a cruel world has at last 
grown kind; 

That your hands o'errun with the 
clinking gold, 

With nuggets of weight and of 
worth untold, 

And your vacant eyes 

Gloat o'er the riches of Paradise! 
G < 97 : : ... .. 
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ODE TO A POLITICIAN 

All hail to thee, O son of -<Eolus ! 

All hail to thee, most high Borean 
lord ! 

The lineal descendant of the Winds 
art thou. 

Child of the Cyclone, 

Cousin to the Hurricane, 

Tornado's twin, 
All hail! 

The zephyrs of the balmy south 
Do greet thee; 

The eastern winds, great Boston's 
pride, 

In manner osculate caress thy mas- 
sive cheek; 

Freeze onto thee, 

And at thy word throw off con- 
geal ment 

And take on a soft caloric mood ; 

And from afar, 

Frojn Affix's rstrand, 
^ "\0 V 98 
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ODE TO A POLITICIAN 

Siroccan greetings come to thee! 

The monsoon and simoom, 

In the soft empurpled Orient, 

At mention of thy name 

Doff all the hats of Heathen- 
dom! 

And all combined in one vast ag- 
gregation, 

Cry out hail, hail, thrice hail to 
thee, 

Who after years, and centuries, and 
cycles e'en, 

Hast made the winds incarnate! 
To thee 
The visible expression in 

the flesh, 
Marterial and tangible, 

Of all that goes to make the ele- 
ment 

That rages, blusters, blasts, and 
blows ! 

And if the poet's mind speaks 
true, 

If he can penetrate their purposes 
at all, 

It is not far from tbeir # jpj&nj, .* 
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ODE TO A POLITICIAN 

To lift thee on their broad Novem- 
ber wings 

So high 
That none but gods can ever hope 
Again to gaze upon thy face! 
ioo 
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SOME ARE AMATEURS 

Shakespeare was partly wrong — 
the world's a stage, 
This is admitted by the bard's 
detractors. 
Had William seen some Hamlets 
of this age 
He'd not have called all men 
upon it actors. 
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PREFACE 

These little plays were written for acting, but 
arranged for reading. Knowing how small an oppor- 
tunity the professional stage in this country gives for 
the serious one-act drama so common on the Continent, 
they are modestly offered to those who see some dignity 
in the form, and who realize that certain dramatic 
ideas find their best expression in the concentrated 
episode. The growing demand, also, among readers 
for plays has encouraged the author to write these, and 
their unexpected publication in the magazines has 
prompted him to bring them together. 

They make no pretense save to show character in 
action, and, in several instances, to picture its different 
reactions from the same stimulus. They are studies 
in consequences and readjustments, being, in fact, a 
further expression of some preceding situation. Each 
play is, therefore, the epitome of a larger drama which 
is suggested in the background. 
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THE PEOPLE 

The Hon. Mason King, a Diplomat. 
Ruth Harrington, a widow. 
Jasper, her son. 
Maid. 

SCENE 
Mrs. Harrington's Sitting Room. 
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EMBERS* 

r m fHE curtain discloses the abode of quiet unim- 
m portance. Some plaster casts upon the old" 

*** fashioned mantel above the fireplace, at the 
right , and a feu* dark-framed engravings on the walls 
reveal the native refinement of the occupant. The fur- 
nishings are subdued in tone; dull curtains cozily drape 
the window at the left and the door near this which 
leads into another room. At the back, in the center, 
large doors open in from the hallway. Above the 
sofa, crept in from another period of life, is suspended 
a shaded lamp, which, when lighted, softly floods part 
of the room. 

Mrs. Harrington is discovered sitting beside the 
sofa where her son Jasper is lying asleep. He is a 
young man full of latent strength, with a sincere and 
persuasive charm. Mrs. Harrington is in the late 
forties; her slightly grayed hair fringing a face sweet- 
ened and chastened by a life of obvious resignation. 
Her manner is calm and full of understanding, with 
its strange suggestion of unattained ideals. She is 
simply but tastefully dressed. 

•Copyright, 1911, By George Middleton. All rights 
reserved. 
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4 EMBERS 

There is a long pause. The daylight is fading from 
the gray winter sky. The clock strikes five slowly. 
Jasper turns in his sleep and laughs ironically, then 
sighs deeply. Mrs. Harrington rises, pulls his dress- 
ing-gown about him, lights the lamp, looking at 
Jasper, and shaking her head sympathetically. She 
shades the light from his pale, drawn face which shows 
pronounced traces of recent and persistent dissipation. 
She pulls down the window curtains, completely shut- 
ting out the daylight. The room is full of shades, 
shadows, and silences. A soft knock is heard. 

Mrs. Harrington l 

Come in. Sh ! ( The door in back opens, and The 
Maid, in conventional black dress, enters with a 
letter.) At last. {Disappointed) He has sent an 
answer ! 

(She takes the letter eagerly to lamp, sits, looks 
tenderly as though having seen the handwriting 
for the first time in a long while. The Maid 
fixes the fire, and the dancing flames soon add 
a sense of comfort to the room. Mrs. Har- 
rington opens letter, reads, sighs in relief at 
contents, looks at Jasper, and drops her head 
in silent recollection.) 

Maid 
Is Mr. Jasper — ? 
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Mrs. Harrington 

Oh, he's better. Only a headache.' (Maid starts 
to leave.) I am expecting Mr. Mason King. Let 
me know at once. 

(Maid goes out, leaving door in back open. 
Mrs. Harrington rises, connects letter in 
her mind with her boy, and goes back to close 
door. Jasper tosses about, sits up, and, be- 
lieving he is alone, speaks from a genuine grief, 
unheard by Mrs. Harrington.) 

Jasper 

She's not worth it. To lead me on. And then 
toss me over for — . Damn her ! — Oh ! {He puts hand 
on head, turns, and sees Mrs. Harrington, thinking 
she has just entered.) Hello, mother. Just come in 
to see me? What time is it? My eyes feel — 

Mrs. Harrington 

{Tenderly and without reproach throughout) 

YouVe slept all afternoon. You were very tired. 
It's after five. 

Jasper 
I've an engagement at six. Some new friends. 

Mrs. Harrington 
{Concealing her objection) 
Then you've hardly time to dress, dear. 
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Jasper 

Sec here, mother — Well, well, don't wait up for 

me. I may be late again. Please don't. (He sits 

down. Mrs. Harrington takes key from the 
mantel.) 

Mrs. Harrington 

You left this in the door last night. (Jasper pockets 
it, rather ashamed. Mrs. Harrington embraces him.) 
My boy! my boy! (He gently turns his lips from her 
attempted kiss.) 

Jasper 

Don't, mother. I'm not worth— oh! — why are you 
so good to me? Why don't you tell me what I am? 
I know. I'm a cad. I've lost hold of myself com- 
pletely. 

Mrs. Harrington 
We all do at times, Jasper. 

Jasper 
You never did. 

Mrs. Harrington 
(Smiling sadly) 
I've made mistakes! 
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Jasper 

I can't stop it. Something drives me on— on. 
Every time I think of— oh! — you don't know — ; you 
wouldn't understand. 

Mrs. Harrington 

Perhaps not. But I see my son is not himself: his 
eyes are not so clear, his face is drawn, his hands 
cold. Besides, he has lost all his ambition, his — 

Jasper 
( Uncomfortably) 
I must be getting ready. 

Mrs. Harrington 

{Eying him tenderly) 

Yes, — yes,— dear. (Maid re-enters with card which 
she gives to Mrs. Harrington.) So soon? Take 
his things: don't keep him waiting. (Maid exits, 
leaving door open. Jasper reads card as Mrs. Har- 
rington hands it to him.) 

Jasper 

Mason King? Haven't the papers been full of his 
pictures lately and — 

Mrs. Harrington 
Yes. I'd like you to meet him. 
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Jasper 

It's a great privilege, but I'm not keen for states- 
men. 

Mrs. Harrington 

(Reminiscently) 

He was not so famous when I first knew him. He 
was about your age. 

Jasper . 

(Absently referring to many dog-eared magazines 
about) 

Do you still keep all his articles and speeches? 

Mrs. Harrington 

I have always been deeply interested; though it's 
been many years since — 

Jasper 

(Impulsively) 

I don't want memories. I couldn't live if I looked 
back. (Changing in mood as she gently watches him) 
Oh! mother, I didn't mean to be disagreeable. 
(Starting to leave) I don't know when I'll be back 
to-night. 

Mrs. Harrington 

(Tenderly while detaining him) 

Jasper, you're troubled deeply — very deeply. I see 
that. I haven't asked a word. Boys can't tell their 
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mothers everything, just because they are mothers, can 
they? But you would feel better, dear, if you could 
talk over whatever it is with some one. (Still de- 
taining him) Couldn't you go to Ethel? 

Jasper 

(Laughs ironically) 

Ethel! Ha! Ha! 

(He slams door as he goes out. Mrs. Har- 
rington, deeply moved, realizes the cause of 
his mood.) 

Mrs. Harrington 

Oh, forgive me! So that's why! Poor boy: no 
wonder. 

(Pause. She turns. Mason King enters. 
They stand alone a long while, looking at each 
other without shaking hands. The scene is 
quiet and suggestive of hidden emotion. 

Mason King is an imposing, authoritative man 
past fifty; his face tells of one deeply versed 
in the struggle with realities, yet possesses a 
kindliness which colors all he says. There is 
a deep reverence in his attitude towards Mrs. 
Harrington which, at times, embarrasses his 
apparent social ease.) 

King 
It seems like yesterday. 
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Oh, the light also betrays the lines of an aging 
woman, eh? You can read little there: a marriagp, 
* mother, a widow — and some dreams unrealized. 
r«M tout! 

King 
But a mother! 

Mrs. Harrington 

(With great joy) 

Yes. That! (Looks toward door.) It is about my 
son. He mustn't know I sent for you. Won't you 
sit down? (She sits: he looks about room.) Does 
it seem like me? 

King 
Yes. As IVe sometimes thought you might be. 

Mrs. Harrington 

(Pleased and surprised) 

You've really thought of unimportant me? (He 
bows. She looks about, too, with a touch of con- 
cealed bitterness.) They are souvenirs of my married 
life. (She motions him to sit. He does, watching' 
her. Pause.) Confess. You've been silently meas- 
uring me. Do you remember, with sufficient vivid- 
ness, the original — now that you see the faded negative ? 
She was a girl with hopes and dreams, wasn't she? 
And now, she's a woman with — 
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King 
Pleasant memories, I trust. 

Mrs. Harrington 

(Starts to deny: hesitates) 

But there's no occasion to be too serious — eh? 
(More casually) You see, I'm talking just as we did 
in the old days. It's strange: I've always felt, when 
I thought of you — and it's been often — that somehow 
j'ou did understand me, that no matter what hap- 
pened, I could still turn to— (She shrugs her shoul- 
ders.) Much has happened, but I didn't bother you, 
because — well — I've been away so long, — and — 
(Tenderly) in the early years I was vain enough to 
think perhaps it might open a wound. (He bows.) 
But now — well, I turn to you to help me with my son. 

King 

(Coming out of his reminiscent mood) 

Forgive an unsociable guest. With gray hairs, I 
fear I've grown to be rather a silent body. Of 
course, I'll help the boy — if I can. What's the 
trouble? 

Mrs. Harrington 

(Clearly) 

The remedy lies in a long trip with a dominating 
interest sufficient to gather his scattered energies into 
one definite channel. 
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King 
(Smiling) 
You've thought it out. 

Mrs. Harrington 
He's been very unhappy. 

King 
Cynics would scent a woman. 

Mrs. Harrington 
I don't want to be disloyal to him. 

King 

Has he told you anything? (She shakes her head.) 
Then your intuitions alone have discovered — ? 

Mrs. Harrington 
What and who it is? Yes. 

King 

Is it roses or just wild oats? 

Mrs. Harrington 

(With conviction) 

The best. TheyVe been pals. It must have been 
something else with Jasper. (King understands.) 
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I imagine she's going to marry. IVe known her 
myself for years. She would have been worthy of 
my boy. 

King 

(Sincerely) 

Then he's a lucky chap: — we must make him see 
it for himself. 

Mrs. Harrington 
(Puzzled) 
You are enigmatical? 

King 
(Acknowledging it and smiling) 
And so, the disappointment has — ? 

Mrs. Harrington 

Yes. He's been trying to forget in the only way 
most men think forgetfulness lies. 

King 

Yes, yes. Most men. 

Mrs. Harrington 

It's hurt me, of course. I haven't reproached him 
because I blame myself for his weakness. (He halts 
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inquiringly.) Oh, never mind, why. I thought per- 
haps a little of this might — it does sometimes — that 
he might find himself unaided; but he hasn't. It's 
going deeper than I thought. He has given up all 
his work, and he was so ambitious. It's not a light 
young man's affair; it's — (She sighs deeply) and I 
was getting afraid of where it would end. I knew, 
every one knew, you were sailing, in a few days, on 
the Peace Commission. I thought — 

King 
( Understanding) 
I suppose your boy is fairly intelligent? 

Mrs. Harrington 
(Smiling) 
He is a college graduate. 

King 
That's the sort I want. He'll be open to facts. 

Mrs. Harrington 
(Eagerly) 
Then you will? 

King 
(Agreeing) 
If he- 
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Mrs. Harrington 

You must make him go. (Gratefully) How shall 
I ever — ? (King hushes her.) You know, we older 
people are very careless sometimes with this love. A 
wrong word may separate us from the children we 
parents foolishly grow to feel we own — may wreck 
a life. 

King 
Or make one. (They look at each other.) 

Mrs. Harrington 
Shi He's coming. 

King 
To think it should be your boy who — 

Mrs. Harrington 

There's something in his better self which reminds 
me of you, as I knew you. (Jasper enters in Tuxedo. 
Overcoat on. He stops.) This is Mr. King. My 
boy, Jasper. 

Jasper 

(With great respect) 

It's an honor to meet you, sir. (King shakes hands, 
holds it fondly, indicates immediately he is pleased with 
Jasper. Jasper looks at mother: his eyes sink under 
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King's close scrutiny. Pause.) I am sorry I must 
be going out, sir. I have an — 

Kino 

(Cordially) 

Sorry, too. Should have liked a chat. (Managing 
him subtly throughout) Heard you were very clever. 

Jasper 
Who told you? Mother? 

Mrs. Harrington 
(Smiling) 
Mr. King knows all things. 

Kino 
You're promising. 

Jasper 

You're mistaken there, sir. 

King 

Why, it's written all over you. (Looking him 
over) Good clear eyes. (They lower) Steady- 
straight-at-you-eyes. (Jasper faces him steadily) 
Strong face. Right kind of lines coming. (Feeling 
hands) Plenty of good, healthy blood. Of course, 
you're promising. (Eying him keenly as Jasper 
turns away) Sorry, though, you've got to go out. 
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Jasper 
(Almost in spite of himself) 
I can stay a few minutes. 

Mrs. Harrington 

(Delighted) 

Let me take your coat, dear. (She helps him off 
and looks at King significantly. Jasper tries to ap- 
pear at ease.) Is it too late for tea? 

Jasper 
Tea — huh ! 

King 

(Seeing decanter) 
Rather this, eh? 

Jasper 
(With a touch of abandon) 
Yes. 

Mrs. Harrington 

Let me. (She brings it down. King pours out 
some; uses siphon, offers it to Jasper, who eyes mother 
and declines.) 

Jasper 

Oh, I'm not thirsty yet. 
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Mrs. Harrington 

Now you have met, isn't it too bad, Jasper, that 
Mr. King won't have time to really know you? 

King 

Oh, strange things happen. I like your son. I 
want to know him. I shall. 

Jasper 

Thanks, Mr. King, but — 

King 

I am leaving the country, you mean? True. 
{Abruptly) How would you like to go with me? 

Jasper 

{Astonished) 

I don't understand, sir. 

King 

It is a bit sudden, eh? The cares of statesmen these 
days are not public calamities but private secretaries. 
One of mine, for instance, has too persistently wor- 
shiped King Alcohol — (Jasper starts) and so he does 
not sail. It's personality I want; you've got that. 
I'll gamble on your ability. Will you take his place? 

Mrs. Harrington 

{Joyed) 

Jasper, it's what you've said would be the first 
step 
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Jasper 
{Eagerly) 
Do you think I could do it? 

King 

I seldom make mistakes in people. Besides, it will 
be a great favor to me. 

Jasper 

Thanks. Thanks. I want to advance, — to be 
something — ; (Recalling) at least, I did. But I 
can't do it. I can't now. 

Mrs. Harrington 

(Persuasively) 

But, Jasper, one never knows what one can do 
till^- 

KlNG 

I'm willing to take the chance. 

Jasper 

(With conviction) 

That's what it would be: taking a chance. 
(Poignantly) No. I couldn't do it. I couldn't get 
my mind down to it. I'd always be thinking of 
something else. 
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King 
And then? 

Jasper 

{With bitter conviction) 

Then I'd do like the Secretary you've dismissed! 

(He sinks into chair abashed. Mrs. Har- 
rington controls herself and pats him. King 
watches. There is a long pause.) 

Mrs. Harrington 

Dear, dear, I'm sure you wouldn't. (Defending 
him to King) Jasper has had a hard winter. And 
I've not been very well, until now, and he's been 
taking care of me, haven't you, boy? He's just a bit 
unstrung and excitable. The trip across will do you 
good, dear, and once you get interested, it will be 
easier. (Jasper laughs softly.) 

King 

Work's the answer. Your mother was (Correct- 
ing slip) is right. 

Jasper 

(Rises slowly, deeply offended, and controlling anger) 

Was? That's it. Why you've come. Mother 
wrote you. You've talked it over. So it was all 
arranged to get me away to save me from going to 
the devil!! 
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Mrs. Harrington 
(Hurt) 
Jasper I 

Jasper 

YouVe been trying to " handle " me. Isn't that 
it? Mother? 

Mrs. Harrington 
(Resigned) 
It was for your sake, my boy. 

Jasper 

(With quiet, yet sincere, indignation) 

YouVe made a mistake. I know what I'm doing. 
I could stop it. I don't want to. I'm " happier " 
this way. (He starts to pick up his coat.) 

Mrs. Harrington 
My boy! 

Jasper 

(With quiet dignity) 

I don't need outside help, mother. I won't have 
interference from strangers. 

Mrs. Harrington 
You mustn't say such things. 
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King 

(Taking Jasper firmly between shoulders) 

Jasper! You're no stranger to me. I know you 
better than you think. I have followed you for years 
— no matter how nor why. (Jasper surprised. Mrs. 
Harrington turns and crosses in growing wonder 
and realization.) I understand. You are feeling just 
as I did some twenty odd years ago. (Movement by 
Mrs. Harrington.) Like throwing all the best of 
you in the mud, with so many consoling companions. 
(With great sincerity) But you musn't. God, boy!' 
you musn't! 

Jasper 

My mother has asked you — 

Mrs. Harrington 
(Quickly) 
Not to blame you; only to help you help yourself. 

Jasper * 
She could have said these things. 

King 

(Detaining him) 

But you haven't quite considered her, have you? 
(Jasper's eyes sink guiltily.) So you must keep 
away from the mud for your own sake. (Jasper 
smiles.) And for one other. 
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Jasper 
{Halted) 
Another? Who? 

Kino 
(Simply) 
For the sake of the girl you love! 

Jasper 

(He stops in absolute astonishment that his secret 

is known. He turns to mother, but realizes 

that he has not told her) 

The girl I — who told? Nobody knew. (Putting 
on front) You're mistaken; there is nobody. Tell 
him, mother. (She puts her hand on his shoulder. 
He sees she knows. He hesitates, and becomes genu- 
inely and not peevishly ironical.) Well! what if 
there is? (Sarcastically to King) You know all 
things, ha, ha! (With deep feeling) What's she to 
me now? Do you know she led me on — tossed me 
over? I tell you, she's nothing to me. So why 
should I do anything for her sake when she doesn't 
care for me the way I want — not a bit — not a bit. 

(He sinks into the chair, overcome by his emo- 
tions. Mrs. Harrington suffers with him 
but tries to console. Pause.) 

King 

What has that got to do with it, Jasper? (Jasper 
laughs.) You love her, don't you? (Silence.) Has 
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she changed any? Is she any different now, any the 
less worthy herself, just because she didn't happen to 
care for youf Was it her fault she didn't? Can one 
help those things? (Pause.) Did she really "lead 
you on"? (Quickly) Now be fair to her! Didn't 
you just mistake her frank open companionship, her 
sympathy, her interest? You are not the first. (Mrs. 
Harrington understands.) 

Jasper 
(Quietly) 
You're laughing at me. 



Mrs. Harrington 



No — no. 



Jasper 
(Seriously) 
You think I'll get over it soon! 

Mrs. Harrington 
He has always cared. 

King 

It matters little how it is to be: it's real now, eh? 
Very real, and I can't laugh with others at an honest 
love — if the girl is worth while. (Measuring effect) 
But I don't think this girl is worth wjjfile — not from 
your actions. B 
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Jasper 
(Rising ominously) 
What do you mean? 

Kino 

(With intention) 

You make me believe it's only your vanity that's 
hurt. That she's some frivolous, flirting coquette — 

Jasper 

(Firmly, as King has desired) 

Mother, he can't insult — (Turning, firmly) 
Please don't say anything against her, Mr. King. 

King 

(Bluntly) 

Have I said anything worse than you have been 
doing against her? (Jasper halts. After a pause 
King continues with great tenderness and persuasion. 
Mrs. Harrington held.) Listen, Jasper, haven't 
you been trying to forget when it might be more 
worthy to remember her? You've been denying her 
worth to yourself when you should be glorying that 
you've seen it, eh? You've been trying to make the 
best of her a derision, haven't you? When to you 
it should be an inspiration and an aspiration. Now, 
shouldn't it? Think. Haven't you begun to smirch 
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her white gown a little — dragging it with you through 
the soiled hours, — when you should be keeping it your 
emblem of purity and goodness. Can't you see youVe 
begun to wallow in the mud instead of bending your 
knees and thanking God a worth-while woman has 
come into your life! (Pause.) And you say I'm in- 
sulting her. What have you begun to do? What 
have you been doing? 

(Jasper turns, realizes, and looks before him, 
silent. Mrs. Harrington gazes long at 
King. They stand on either side of Jasper. 
King continues more lightly.) 

Come, come — you're not a wreck, are you? But 
don't you see a preachy old man of the world is trying 
to help you work this out to your own profit? Can't 
you understand if you've found a woman who is 
worth your love, you are richer? You may not be 
able to be faithful to your ideal through the hot years 
of youth, but it is at least something to be working 
towards. And, Jasper, if some men keep decent it is 
because they wish to be what the best women think 
them. 

Jasper 
And where is the reward? 



King 
If one seeks rewards they only lie within one's self. 
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Jasper 

(Not convinced) 

That's one of those life-theories that sound well 
but can't be lived. 



Mrs. Harrington 
(Hurt) 



Jasper I 



Kino 

(Smiling) 

That's right; you're in the mood to doubt as I am 
to convince. (Pause.) Jasper, what I have told you 
has not been a theory. (Sacredly) It's been a — a 
practice! 

(Jasper bows. Mrs. Harrington glances 
quickly at King, and throughout the following 
shows clearly her growing realization of how 
much she has meant to him during the years.) 

Mrs. Harrington 
You musn't — 

King 

(Simply and slowly) 

It's not too tragic to tell you now. It's been the 
most beautiful thing in life. I was about your age 
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when I knew her first. She became all that the 
woman you care for is to you. She didn't love me 
either. (Finally without bitterness) That was all. 
But she'd always been fair to me throughout. You 
see our stories are alike somewhat, eh? With me, 
there was no one before and no one since. (Mrs. 
Harrington conceals her tears.) She was no mere 
illusion, either. (With great conviction) No: she 
was what men call an ideal. I measured all by her. 
Others came. Oh! the flesh was not always true, 
perhaps because the world forgives the humanity in 
us men; but the best in me was: always reaching to 
what I knew she would ask of me, if she had cared. 
So all the empty years, the thought of her has been 
leading me on. I declined this easy offer and accepted 
that difficult task, because, when in doubt, I went to 
a few letters, a stolen, faded picture in a locket, and 
some crushed flowers — they kept her clearly before 
me; they told me somehow the right thing to do. I 
owe all to her. It's been hard at times, but I am 
grateful that I could even love her purely without 
hope. (Half looking toward Mrs. Harrington) 
That was the great resolve hidden from everybody: 
to be worthy of my own love for her! 

Jasper 
(Murmuring reverently) 
Mr. King! 

King 
It's not the way of the world, Jasper. Most people 
wince and forget. True. But I want you to know 
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this. You. To start right and to see it can be done 
if one loves enough and only once. 

{Pause. Jasper very silent, his head bowed. 
King looks at Mrs. Harrington, the longing 
of years there. She is spellbound. A curious 
new light breaks through her tear-stained eyes. 
She is bewildered, confused with her own emo- 
tions, hesitates, turns, crosses softly, and sits by 
the fire, hiding her face. A sob is heard. 
Pause and silence. Mrs. Harrington ab- 
sently pokes the dying embers into a new blaze. 
The clock strikes the half hour. The door 
softly opens, and Maid stands there.) 

Maid 
Excuse me, Mr. Jasper, the 'phone. 

Jasper 
( Uninterested) 
Who is it? 

Maid 
He said you'd know who? He's been waiting at — 

Jasper 

{Helplessly) 
Mother — 

Mrs. Harrington 
Tell him Mr. Jasper will not come to-night. 
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Jasper 

Nor to-morrow. (Maid bows and exits, closing 
door. Jasper rises.) Mr. King, there's one thing 
I'd like to ask you. Did she ever know? 

Mrs. Harrington 
(Quickly) 
You musn't ask that, Jasper. 

Kino 

She learned too late. 

Jasper 
(With vigorous determination) 
Mother, 111 write Ethel, and tell her now, that I — 

Mrs. Harrington 

(For King) 

Yes, do. A woman ought to know that she means 
something to a man. For then, perhaps in her own 
little life she would try to be more what he thinks 
her. 

Jasper 
111 do it now. You'll wait here for me, Mr. King? 
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Mrs. Harrington 

What can I say? 

King 

Nothing. You should never have known but for 
the boy. 

Mrs. Harrington 
He has brought us together — again. 

King 

Just to say good-by? (Silence.) Is it too late? 
(She looks at him in doubt.) I forgot: you never 
loved me! 

Mrs. Harrington 

(Half dreamingly) >* 

Seeing you again, hearing you speak this way, re- 
calls something I believe I felt for some one, some 
dream — long ago. (She is puzzled, looks into his 
eyes, and shakes her head kindly.) But you've wor- 
shiped a false ideal of me all these years. 

King 
I have seen you again — as a mother. I know. "* 

Mrs. Harrington 

You don't know. I have done the unpardonable 
in your eyes. I am not the woman you think me — 
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nor mother. (With an effort) I told you I couldn't 
reproach Jasper in all this, because I knew I was to 
blame for his weakness. Oh, I love him so; but I 
wasn't fair to him — to his character at the start — 
* — -because — because my boy was born of a loveless mar- 
riage. (Pause: Looking into his eyes.) You never 
thought your ideal woman would — ? 



No. 



Kino 

Mrs. Harrington 

(Helplessly) 

You see. (Pause. She loses control of her surg- 
ing emotion, and becomes unnaturally agitated.) I 
don't understand myself to-night — here (Hand on 
heart) — but I'm wondering what feeling makes me 
call for you, Mason, to help him I love most ! ! 

(He starts, comes closer, as though suppressing 
a new hope.) 

King 

You've shown me we grow by the way we accept 
consequences. In some strange, different way than 
I thought, you have become even more perfect than 
I knew you were. Listen, Ruth. 

(He moves still closer. Jasper re-enters with 
a new energy. They look at one another. 
Jasper halts, and finishes tearing up a letter. 
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Mrs. Harrington makes a motion of fear 
and uncertainty that perhaps he may not be so 
strong as he had previously indicated.) 



Jasper 

I didn't tell you how she'd written me — that she'd 
heard what I was doing — that she was hurt and sorry 
'cause I hadn't been strong. Well, I've just been 
thinking I'm pretty much of a coward to be writing. 
I'm not writing: I'm going to see her, to tell her 
what I'm going to do. It won't be easy, but I shan't 
let her suffer on my account. 



Mrs. Harrington 
(Joyed) 
Jasper! 

King 
Good. I'll give you a lift on the way. 

Jasper 

(Has crossed and thrown up the shade. Moonlight 
streams in) 

Your cab is there! I'll be back soon, mother, 
(He takes up coat, and exits, leaving door open.) 
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Mrs. Harrington 

(Greatly joyed) 

Now I am sure of him — as I have always been 
of you. 

(He offers his hand in parting: she slowly 
takes it. They show in a quiet, subdued man- 
ner that it is the first time their hands have 
touched in years.) 

Kino 
Good-by. 

Mrs. Harrington 
(Quietly) 
For a time? 

King 

(Significantly) 

We'll put it that way. 

(They look into each others eyes. Then he 
stiffens up; controlling himself, and exits, clos- 
ing door between them. Mrs. Harrington 
leans back against it. The moonlight front 
the window floods the door and shows upon 
her face a look of mingled hope and joy, in- 
definitely touched with a sense of mystery.) 
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Mrs. Harrington 

I wonder — if I — (Her hand steals to her heart) 
-I wonder. 

(She stands there silent. The outer door 
closes. Then she smiles.) 



VERY SLOW CURTAIN 
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THE PEOPLE 

Thb Man, am Artist. 
The Woman. 

SCENE 
The parlatorio of a small apartment im Rome. 
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^ DOORWAY from the stairs without opens 
yff upon a simple little room. The lace-cur- 
"^ "^ tained windows on one side conceal a bal- 
cony from which, in the distance, the Via Bondinelli 
may be seen. Directly opposite these windows there 
is a fireplace above which rests an odd mirror with 
painted putti enfolding it. A door, hidden by a faded, 
beaded curtain, leading into the bedroom, is near this. 
A sofa-chair by the coal-Boulet fire; some smaller 
chairs and a table complete the furnishings. The 
room has not taken on a personal note: it seems de- 
tached from whatever could happen in it — just a place. 
f The sun is burning through the windows, and, as the 
\ play proceeds, it glows into a dull red, finally fading 
\ while the fire alone tints the room more and more 
\ gently. 

The Woman is seated by the window, looking 
intently through the lace curtains. She is evidently 
awaiting somebody. She is about thirty, dark, with 
a suggestion of deep capabilities and little will. Her 
charm is more compelling than her actual beauty. 

* Copyright, 1911, by George Middleton. All rights 
reserved. 
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Upon her face rests a vague suspense. She is in deep 
mourning. 

There is a long pause: suddenly her face lights up; 
she rises, watches anxiously a moment, then relaxes — 
disappointed. In her hand she holds a crumpled tel- 
egram, which she smooths out and rereads. The 
clock slowly strikes five, and she crosses to it, indicat- 
ing her expected visitor is late. She stands before the 
fire a second, kisses the telegram, puts it in her dress — 
recrosses to the window again slowly. In a few sec- 
onds her sharp intake of breath shows some one is 
coming. She watches, fascinated, yet strangely puz- 
zled. She goes up to the door and leaves it open. 
Then she controls herself, comes down to the fire, 
turns and waits. After another pause The Man 
enters. He sees her: she gives a start, stopped appar- 
ently by his changed appearance. He slowly closes 
the door behind him, and stands there. They are 
alone and silent, and controlled. 

The Man is tall, thin, eyes deep-set and yearning, 
with features once clear-cut, now blurred subtly. He 
is a man of halted potentials; he suggests a locked 
tragedy. 

The Woman 

You are late. 

The Man 

(After a pause) 
Yes. 
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The Woman 
(Slowly also) 
You never were late. 

The Man 
Five years change. 

The Woman 

Some of us. (Looking at him) It has you — 
greatly. 

The Man 

Yes, greatly. 

The Woman 

I have come a long way across the seas to your city. 

The Man 
(Simply) 
I have never left it. 

The Woman 

I knew you were waiting. (His face shades a bit 
unnoticed.) Do you understand why I am here — 
now? 

The Man 

(Calmly) 

Your husband is dead! 
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Thb Woman 



(Surprised) 



You knew? 



The Man 
That could be the only reason. 

Thb Woman 

It was a few months ago — at home. If he had 
been younger he might have — but he suffered little. 
I waited only as long as was necessary afterwards. 
I managed to get this same apartment. It hasn't 
changed so very much with the years, has it? 

(They look about. He seems to linger on the 
objects: finally his eye rests upon the sofa- 
chair: she follows his gaze.) 

The Man 
Even that. 

The Woman 

(Smiles fondly in recollection) 

Yes: where you read to me so often those few 
months we were alone and happy. To me it seems 
like yesterday — 

The Man 

To you, yes. (He half shrugs his shoulders and 
arouses himself from a settling mood.) So you have 
sent for me at last. 
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The Woman 
{Happily) 
As soon as I arrived. 

The Man 
(Sharply) 
Why? 

The Woman 
(With exhilaration) 
Why? — Because now I am free. 

The Man 
(With measured effect) 
But what has that to do with me? 

The Woman 
(Simply) 
I have come to marry you. 

(They ga%e at each other but do not move 
nearer.) 

The Man 

Haven't we both seen that marriage can keep apart 
those who love? Perhaps I have grown afraid of its 
power. 
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The Woman 

So have I. (She shudders.) Yes; it is terrible 
when love is dead. I must not think of those years: 
they were frightful. (She comes closer.) But, dear, 
it is different with us; you and I who have known 
love, who do. 

The Man 

It is too late with you and me — too late. 

The Woman 
(Scarcely realizing) 
Too late? (Intuitively) There is somebody else? 

The Man 

No. That problem was saved me: one doesn't 
suffer a second time willingly. 

The Woman 

Then, then — oh, no: it can't be; you — you no longer 
love me? 

The Man 

Say rather I have learned really to know you dur- 
ing the absence, and that has made things different. 

The Woman 
Different? 
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The Man 

You are not what I thought you: you must pass — 

The Woman 

(Sinking in chair, dazed) 

After all that, I must pass! (Losing control) 
Then why did you let me see you again? Why did 
you come here in this room of ours? Why didn't you 
write me? Anything else. 

The Man 

(With cold incisiveness) 

Because I'm not the coward to dodge a difficult 
situation. It concerns your life. You have a right 
to demand and receive an explanation. I can't let 
you be tortured, as I was, through inference and im- 

_ agination. / want to be fair — if that is ever possible 

\ between men and women. 

The Woman 

It's not a time to be proud: I love you too much. 
(He is unmoved.) To-day, I wanted only to feel: 
now you make me think. It's hard when I expected — 
but, you see, I'm — I'm calm. (She soon masters her- 
self completely.) You say you have learned to know 
me during the absence. How ? Has one word passed 
between us? 
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The Man 
,. That was our agreement with him. 

The Woman 

Yet you must have felt the messages I sent you 
every hour: you never left me for a moment. You 
knew me as no man ever knew me. 

The Man 

You knew love for the first time: you revealed 
yourself — that's all. 

The Woman 
(Leaning forward) 
And you did love that woman who was? 

The Man 
Yes, — to the dregs. 

The Woman 

(Eagerly) 

Then how, how have I changed? Tell me one 
single fact to show I am different than you thought 
me! 

The Man 

ThereJs only one fact since you ask it: you stayed 
with htm: you continued to wear his name and his 
ring but you loved another man. 
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The Woman 

So that was it. (She pmts her hmmis sHemtlj hefwt 
her face.) 

The Max 

You seem to forget the darkness that was dosing 
in upon your married life before I cane: the staring 
of your two naked egos, the seeing each a stranger, 
the boredom, the starved hours, the reach toward me 
to save you. 

The Woman 

(Interrupting) 

No, no, one never forgets. I knew my own lie, 
only he loved me in spite of all. What else could we 
have done, after we told him about ourselves? 

The Man 

You forget, too, I gave you the strength to stay 
with him the time he demanded to test our love by 
separation — before he would let you go "easily." 

The Woman 

Yes. You said: " We must not build our happiness 
upon a broken life." And my crime was in being 
true to the strength you had given me. 



Not exactly. 



The Man 
(Cynically) 
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Thb Woman 
What then? 

The Man 
(Hesitating) 
Something happened to me. 

The Woman 
It's no time to hesitate. Go on. 

The Man 

When you left here I knew I was loved for the 
first time. I had entered into my man's inheritance; 
nothing before had counted: through you I had 
touched the rim of life, and it seemed to whirl me 
over the seas and mountains. I had told you love 
would summon my forces with the brush to their full- 
est expresion, for in myself I desired the mere con- 
sciousness that you loved me to drive me on to all 
that you had expected of me. 

The Woman 

(Who eagerly followed his words) 

Yes, yes; you know I sought it, too. — Ah, how 
your words sweep me back! Dear, don't you know 
I could not have left you then, at all if I had not 
thought that? 
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The Man 

(Cynically) 

Couldn't you? I wonder. (She is hurt by his 
doubt.) But listen: I spiritualized everything to keep 
me strong in parting; I think I half believed it, too, 
till you had actually gone. And then — 

The Woman 
Then? 

The Man 

Then I saw I couldn't exist on the heights alone: 
the air was too rare, and I had to come down into 
the valleys where the world sleeps and lives. I had 
misread myself. It wasn't only spirit: there was 
something more insistent than the hope of what might 
be in time: it was the sharp cry of the moment. (He 
pauses.) I loved you too — humanly. 

The Woman 
(Unabashed) 
I know. I know. (Long pause.) Go on. 

The Man 

And with the months there was that cry, for you, 
for the sound of your voice, the touch of your fingers 
on my arm, the perfume which meant you — 
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The Woman 

(Moved) 
I met you everywhere. 

The Man 

I tried to forget by thinking of your belief in my 
work. But, what were my pictures when my hand 
shook with the beat of my blood? Then, I ceased 
to see you as a force: it was only the woman who 
haunted me (Bitterly) and always — always like a 
sharp dagger thrust I would realize she was with 
another man! 

The Woman 

(Quickly) 

Whom I did not love, to whom I could give 
nothing. 

The Man 

But you were with him! That was the grinding 
edge. He could see you, touch you, be kind to you. 

The Woman 

He saw only surfaces: all the rest had ceased before 
you came. 

The Man 
(Bis) 
But you were with him! 
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The Woman" 
(Feebly) 
Couldn't you remember I loved you? 

The Man 

I tried. If it had been only spirit I could have 
tucked it away tenderly in lavender and lace, and 
kept it apart from the humanity in and about me. 
But it wasn't: itj was love I was not ashamed of — as 
it c hould be between man and woman — with the 
spirit there, high and strong, yet rooted below in the 
facts of life! 

The Woman 

How I understand! How you must have suffered! 
(Almost inaudibly) It was the same with me. 

The Man 

(Emphatically) 

But, in spite of everything, I was faithful to what 
you wished, until — 

The Woman 
(Breathlessly) 
Until- 

The Man 

One thought cut away all my defenses: it was that 
which cheapened you in my eyes. 



Digitized by 



Google 



56 THE FAILURES 

The Woman 
(Cut) 
Cheapened? Oh — not that. 

The Man 

(Slowly) 

Yes; and when you became less, love somehow 
seemed too exacting and (Very bitterly) there was 
nothing to keep me stronger than the men about me. 

The Woman 

( Understanding) 

I have tried never to think of those others who 
might — (Turning aside and almost whispering) 
But I knew you were a man. Oh, don't bring their 
shadows here. 

The Man 

(Hesitating) 

I am making you suffer too much. I can't soften 
the facts. Shall I go on? 

The Woman 

Yes: I am used to suffering. It is best you finish. 
(She wipes her eyes.) What — what was it I did to 
cheapen love? 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE FAILURES 57 

The Man 
As I said: you stayed with him. 

The Woman 
(Almost fiercely) 
Do you think that was easy? 

The Man 

(Strongly) 

Perhaps it was easier than coming to me! 

(She is stunned, quivers, and turns away silent. 
She almost staggers to a chair, and sits down 
with head bowed: he tries to control his bit- 
terness, but it escapes more and more in spite 
of him.) 

I waited for him to let you go willingly, to give you 
your promised chance for happiness. But as the 
alloted time passed by and nothing happened, my 
imagination pictured the possibilities of the situation. 
I knew how you could deceive, not always to protect 
yourself but to save others. Were you saving him — 
making it entirely tolerable? Were you concealing 
your deeper life completely, and tricking him with an 
affected happiness? Why did you go on as in the 
past? Was he holding you by Pity? If for his love 
he wouldn't do anything, why didn't you for yours? 
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The Woman 
(Confused) 
Me? But— but, I couldn't hurt him! 

The Man 

I knew your capacity for suffering, and guessed you 
were suffering, but was that all love had grown 
to mean to you — an excuse for suffering? Were you, 
too, luxuriating, like so many other women, in your 
self-inflicted martyrdom and sacrifice, forgetting that 
I — the man you loved — was with you on the altar? 
Were you sheltering your inactivity beneath spiritual 
sophistries — jagged, rusty, death-bearing ideals of duty, 
pity, and the like — 

The Woman 
(Trying to interrupt him throughout) 
Stop— stop— ! 

The Man 

— or were you willingly shirking the responsibilities 
and the obligations to the love you had inspired? — 
Don't you see how the uncertainty almost drove me 
mad? 

The Woman 

(Primitively) 

Then why didn't you come take me? — Why? 
Why? 
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The Man 

Because it was your place to find the impulse from 
within yourself. (She is confused.) When you 
didn't, I saw you were a moral coward, a weak, con- 
ventional woman who hadn't the courage to reach out 
and take her happiness. (With vehemence) You 
stayed on in the house with a man you did not love. 
That's what destroyed everything in me — for I de- 
spised you. 

The Woman 

(Crushed) 

But, didn't you understand? Couldn't you some- 
how? Oh—! 

The Man 
(With slow contempt) 
Yes, I understood: it was the line of least resistance. 

The Woman 
(Desperately defending herself) 
No! No! 

The Man 
(Pressing the point) 
It was so much easier to be conventional. 
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The Woman 
I knew you were waiting for me. I knew — 

The Man 

But you forgot how tired one's arms could be, hold- 
ing them out endlessly. (Slowly) You preferred to ac- 
cept the conventional protection of his name, because 
you feared the parched places you must cross to come to 
me; you dreaded the peering eyes, the smirch of lips, 
the shrug of shoulders. So you mechanically kept 
by his side, starving him, starving yourself, and starv- 
ing me. But now — now that his protection is gpne — 
it is easy to come! — it is no effort; you need my pro- 
tection. Death offers the gift, not you. But you are 
conventional to the end; for you even come to the 
/man you love wearing the mourning weeds of him 
who stood between! — 

(She grasps quickly at her dress, then with a 
deep moan sinks upon the sofa-chair amid 
stifled sobs. A very long pause follows. He 
stands looking at her, betraying only bitterness.) 

The Woman 

(Completely broken) 

Oh — what a miserable failure I am. How you 
make me see it. YouVe torn off everything. God! — 
and — and it's all true — true! I was a coward. I 
am. 
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The Man 
(Nearer) 
There may have been things I did not know. 

The Woman 
(As though honest with herself for the first time) 

^TThey wouldn't alter. No: it's all true and more. 

2T never could be strong alone. With you I felt 
capable of anything, but away, alone — no — no. I 
couldn't face what would have to be gone through. 
I couldn't take that first step. The newspapers, the 
gossip— everything. I didn't dare move from his pro- 
tection — for he did protect me — not (With self -dis- 
gust) not because he loved me — oh — that's the worst 
of it. That all ceased in him. 

The Man 
When he thought 1 had passed ! How like us men ! 

The Woman 

Yes. He was conventional, too. He merely 
dreaded the talk — that — and nothing else. I knew it 
and despised him. But he was kind in his way. 
That's what we bartered these years: that was our 
marriage. I could not shake myself free from the 
wall that held me. Somebody has always taken care 
of me. That's why I married him when I was left 
alone as a girl. That's why I come to you. Don't 
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stop me. It's all true. I did fear the parched places 
and I knew in my heart that only when he had— could 
I ever come. (She shudders and struggles with her 
sobs.) 

Thb Man 

(After eying her: a little more softly) 

Forgive me. If I had been stronger I would have 
spared you this — lied to you somehow, and made it 
j easier. It seems like dynamiting a butterfly. But 
IVe been thinking these phrases and they just came 
out. Love failed me and I failed love. I'm not 
strong any more. I was afraid in the old days you 
expected too much from me. Good-by. 

(He starts to go: she rises, halting him, at the 
strange tenderness in his voice.) 

The Woman 

Yes. I did expect too much from you. I was 
weak: I could suffer, yet could not do for love. But 
those years have gone: I can offer no defense save 
that through them all I did not know I was harming 
you. I thought you were strong and would go 
grandly on to your destiny! But I see you and your 
work needed me. That is harder for me than all 
you have said: not only do I fall beneath your ideal 
/ of me but the love I inspired in you failed to keep 
/ you "big." 
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The Man 
(Humbly) 



Yes. 



The Woman 

(She comes closer to him) 

You have blamed me with the selfishness that only 
lies in pent-up bitterness, and you have forgotten what 
you have done to me. Look at me. Straight in the 
eyes. (He reluctantly does so; she continues re- 
proachfully) What have you done with all those 
dreams you said my coming had brought you? 
y What have you done with all the ambitions which I 
aroused? Where are the pictures with the soul of 
the woman you loved in them? Oh! What have 
you done with your own love for me? 

The Man 

Nothing, nothing. That's the other reason why 
it's too late. You're worthy of pity: I am not even 
worthy of that. Now we both understand. 

The Woman 

(Shaking her head sadly) 

It is as though a great dream lay broken between 
us — 

The Man 
Yes, I feel it, too. Neither of us did anything! 
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The Woman 

(Slowly) 

Two failures! Where love had so much to offer. 
Two failures! 

The Man 

There are three. Your husband failed also. In 
his strength while he loved you, he might have made 
us both ashamed. 

The Woman 

And ever afterward have stood between. (The 
light outside is gone. Only the fire leaps and colors 
them. There is another long pause.) How dark it 
has become. 

The Man 
I must be going out into the blackness again. 

The Woman 
Yes. I also, later. 

The Man 

(Lingers) 

Too bad — too bad. When love might have done 
so much. How we have abused it — we three. I sup- 
pose we learn to find our true value in loving. Oh! 
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The shame in finding so much alloy. Love is only for 
the strong; it breaks the others. 



The Woman 

(Quickly) 

No — you're wrong. Does love lie only in strength ? 
(She comes to him.) Doesn't love ever come to the 
ured and weak? Can't one be just a plain, helpless 
woman craving protection of the man, who, in turn, 
needs a bosom for his tired head? Dear One, I have 
no pride left. I am that weak and lonely woman: 
you are that tired man. We have nobody else. Be- 
cause you failed me, my love is no less. (With pene- 
tration) Are you so sure your love for me is dead? 

The Man 
I am dead inside. 

The Woman 

(Quickly) 

Are you? Are you? I'm not. I'm proud of the 
life that lies calling beneath the self-pity, beneath the 
woman's weakness and failure. (Coming very close 
and holding his hands.) Don't you know all these 
years, I, too, have held the dream of you close — close 
to me — and my call has been as strong as yours. 
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Thb Man 

(Bitterly) 

Then there was something — with him? (She pro- 
tests as he turns away.) Of course not. There are 
some things a woman would always lie about to an- 
other man I 

The Woman 

(Catching the jealous note in his voice, she 

eagerly puts her hand on his shoulder; 

turning him to her. He tries to 

speak but is swept to passion 

by the touch.) 

Dearest, you still love me. 

The Man 

(Half struggling away) 

No. I tell you — it's over — dead — tossed in the 
rubbish heap. 

The Woman 

(Vibrantly) 

This has always been between us: this has been 
alive all these years, and I'm not ashamed either. 

The Man 

No! No! 
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The Woman 

We can't escape: we've been blind to-day. listen, 
I We yon, I We you, and you We me. 

The Max 

{Trying to free himself) 
It's dead. No; no. 

The Womax 

You do! You do! Your anger tells me so; your 
cruelty, the bitterness, and the hurt in your heart cries 
it. If I were meant to pass, you would not hare 
come. Kiss me: you are afraid to kiss me — 

{He stands, looking at her, caught by his own 
feelings. They are still a moment; then his 
head lowers. They kiss. She falls back, half 
swooning, in his arms.) 

The Max 

Dearest. Dearest. {With tenderness) Dearest! — 

{He takes her to the sofa-chair, and puts her 
upon it. He holds her hands, and sits on the 
rug beside her. She opens her eyes.) 

The Womax 

{Faintly) 

Ah! The tenderness of you, too. You will pro- 
tect me — watch over me. I know. 
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Thb Man 

Yes, yes — for always now. I love you. — It's 
stronger. 

{He lowers his head; she feels his tears and 
kisses on her hands. She leans over him.) 

SLOW CURTAIN 
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A STUDY OF A TEMPERAMENT 
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THE PEOPLE 

Craig Arliss, a novelist 
Vaughan Blakeslee, a wanderer 



SCENE 
A house in the suburbs. 
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r M f HE summer moonlight flowing through a large 
M French balcony window at the right discloses 
the dim outlines of a curious, clover-shaped 
studio. A door, which one learns opens upon a stair- 
way, is faintly seen at the back. The light from a 
lamp upon a mantelpiece near a bedroom door, at the 
left, suggests more clearly the interesting collection of 
prints and curios placed along the wall. Some book- 
cases are noticed amid the strange melange of tasteful 
if somewhat eccentric furniture. At a table near the 
window, Arliss is seated writing persistently. His 
cigar has gone out, and as he pauses to relight it, one 
observes that he is tall, almost emaciated, and past 
the meridian of life. His dark, deep-set, inquiring 
eyes seem the only thing alive about his sallow, ascetic 
face. His thin, sensitive lips are bloodless through 
continual compression, and his high distinguished fore- 
head is lined by a heavy shock of black hair. When 
he speaks it is obvious he phrases self-consciously. 
As he resumes writing, it is seen that his fingers are 
long and nervous, really conscious of the things they 
touch. He continues under apparent inspiration for 
some time; the clock striking four finally interrupts 
him. He looks up, realizing it is late. He glances 

♦Copyright, 191 1, by George Middleton. All rights re- 
served. 
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out of the window as though awaiting somebody, looks 
up at a stone gargoyle projecting outside, half grunts, 
to himself, then searches among his papers and finds 
a telegram which he rereads for reassurance. The 
faint ring of a bell is heard. He starts up toward 
the door at the back, but hesitates and goes to the 
window instead. 

Arliss 
(Calling out) 
Vaughan! Vaughan! At last! Wait; I'll throw 
the key. An old habit, eh? (He takes a key off the 
table and throws it from the window.) There, right 
before you. You haven't forgotten the trick of that 
door? (He takes the lamp from the table and goes 
up to the door at the back, opening it, and stepping 
outside on the stairs. He holds the lamp above him.) 
Close it. Be careful of that turn. Seventh step. 
I'm always stumbling over it myself. 

(A slight pause. Arliss comes into the room 
as Vaughan Blakeslee enters. Arliss lifts 
the lamp high, and the two men face each other 
in its light. Another pause. 

Vaughan Blakeslee, still in his early thir- 
ties, of handsome if somewhat underlined 
features, gives indication, through a certain 
marked unkemptness, of the same native refine- 
ment of birth and sensibilities. 

Arliss calmly offers his hand. Vaughan does 
not take it.) 
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Vaughan 
We are alone? 

Arliss 
Quite. 

Vaughan 

(Still at the door) 

The servants? 

Arliss 

Are evils I am compelled to tolerate only in the day- 
time. (Vaughan sighs in relief, and enters the 
room. Arliss closes the door and comes down slowly 
to the telegram.) You said it was something " im- 
portant." 

Vaughan 
I came straight from the train. 

Arliss 

Oh, don't apologize! I'm a night owl. I've been 
working. (Referring to manuscript.) Poor crea- 
tures! They're having a hard time . . . Oh, par- 
don, and your luggage? 

Vaughan 
I've brought none. I'm not going to stay. 
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Arliss 

( Enigmatically ) 

Then you haven't reached the bottom yet. (Pause.) 
I never persuade. 

Vaughan 
I hardly think you will be able to, this time. 

Arliss 

Your room has always been waiting for you these — • 
let me see — it's two years, isn't it? 

Vaughan 
In time, yes. 

Arliss 

Whenever you are ready you can take up your 
old life. 

Vaughan 

My old life, ha! ha! I'd have to be the same per- 
son I was, wouldn't I? 

Arliss 

I accept the correction. Your new life dating from 
to-day. 
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Vaughan 
(Sarcastically) 
Have you advice to give me about that, too? 

Arliss 

Not precisely; but I might hazard a guess, though, 
that when you are ready you should accept Old Gam- 
brill's offer. 

Vaughan 

(Surprised) 

That is still open to me? Even after these last two 
years? 

Arliss 
(Lighting a cigar) 
Certainly. Old Gambrill understands, too. 

Vaughan 
Understands? 

Arliss 
Yes. 

Vaughan 

(Grimly) 
I wonder. (He walks up and down.) 
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Arliss 

Maturity is only mental vanity, eh? But this is 
a good chance for you, Vaughan. I'm not much on 
business affairs, yet I think your father would have 
approved. It's — I have it here; I only remember 
moods, never facts. (He takes up a memorandum.} 
Twenty-five hundred at the start — six months' travel 
— 'rikshas, mules, and so forth — hard work, but full 
of color, I should think — stimulating, shoulder-rub- 
bing — 

Vaughan 
(Crossing close to him) 
Do you know where I've come from? 

Arliss 

Yes. From the Devil. You went to shake his 
hand; he looked at your palm, smiled, shook his head, 
and regretfully sent you back to earth. 

Vaughan 
(Bitingly) 
Something made me come to you. 

Arliss 

(Covertly watching the younger man, measuring 
him, and purposely drawing him out) 

I have been expecting you for many weeks. 
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Vaughan 

I said nothing about coming in my letters. You 
received them all? 

Arliss 

Every one of them. It was good of you to number 
them as I suggested. In spite of your bad hand- 
writing, I followed you in great detail day by day. 

Vaughan 
Why didn't you answer them? 

Arliss 
I sent my card and a check. 

Vaughan 
Do you know why I took your money? 

Arliss 
The answer is obvious. 

Vaughan 
I took it because I despised you. 

Arliss 
That's splendid psychology. 
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Vaughan 

Oh, you can sneer at me now. But how could you 
— how could you keep sending it to me? How could 
you let me go on and on — 

Arliss 

(Calmly) 

What you were doing interested me. I was always 
glad to hear. 

Vaughan 
Glad? 

Arliss 

Yes. Even after your letters came, so eagerly 
awaited, I sharpened my pleasure by placing them on 
the bookcase — there. All day they would cry out to 
me, but never till night did I release their tumbling 
words. Then, under the black mantle, I lived with 
you gloriously through it all. For to me your letters 
meant experience — sensation. 

Vaughan 
So that was why you did it ? 

Arliss 

Alone in my chair I felt the quick rush of your 
life. My lips bled with your wine, my ears burned 
with your music, and the rouge of your women rubbed 
my cheeks. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE GARGOYLE 79 

Vaughan 

(Bitterly) 

And / paid. / lived it. / suffered — while you sat 
comfortably alone in your chair. Ha! ha! 

Arliss 
(Half to himself) 
That was the only way I could do it. 

Vaughan 

So I earned the money you sent me. I was ex- 
periencing for you. I was burning the wick that you 
might see. I was material — copy. Oh, I might have 
guessed, for I heard you say once : " Creation sprang 
from suffering." 

Arliss 

And you very rightly deduce it is generally some- 
body else who pays. We artists who justify ourselves 
forget that. 

Vaughan 

I've paid long enough. I didn't come to take up my 
life nor GambruTs offer, but for a settlement with 
you — an accounting. 

Arliss 
The money was not enough? 
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Vaughan 

No. You must give me back something you have 
taken from me. 

Arliss 
What? 

Vaughan 
(Earnestly) 
My ideals. 

Arliss 

(Startled) 

Ideals? Brave images in the sand until a wave has 
kissed them. 

Vaughan 
My self-respect. 

Arliss 
The vainest of all vanities. 

Vaughan 

My purity, my sense of honor, my dreams. You 
must give them back to me. I want my faith in things 
again. I want to be the old Vaughan. I'm empty 
now — empty. I have nothing left. 

Arliss 
But disgust. 
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Vaughan 
Yes, disgust. 

Arliss 
{Emphatically) 
And something else. 

Vaughan 

What else? Only pain — pain in my heart for every 
living thing that breathes. 

Arliss 

That's it. 

Vaughan 

Yes; down in the depths I've wept for all the sins 
of the world, for I've been part of them all. I've felt 
the thrill of the thief and the hate of the beggar, for 
I, too, in my bitterness, have felt the impelling impulse, 
and when the impulse was born my judgment died. 
God! Don't you see I've lost my sense of right and 
wrong? I'm stripped — stripped! (He sinks bitterly, 
burying his head in his arms.) 

Arliss 

Aren't your phrases a bit overseasoned ? That's my 
literary prerogative, which they tell me, I always use. 
Come now, aren't you a trifle melodramatic? 
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Vaughan 

(Rising with deliberate calm) 

You shall take me seriously; you shall see I'm in 
earnest. I'm not a youth any longer, but a man with 
life washed out of him. You axe responsible— do you 
hear? — for what I am. I was beginning to find my- 
self, to argue myself out of it — beginning to kill my 
grief. The right word from you would have saved 
me — but you made me go out into the world, knowing 
the kind of life I would lead, encouraging me in it. 
And now I've come back for an accounting. (He 
comes closer with great earnestness.) Give me back 
what Fve lost. Can you? Give it back, all of it, 
for I'm dead without it, and it is you alone who have 
killed me; and you must answer — first. (He slowly 
draws a pistol from his pocket.) 

Arliss 

( Enthusiastically ) 

I have saved you — I have. Now you have reached 
the bottom. I'm sure of it. Don't you see, Vaughan, 
what I've kept for you, what I've given you, too; 
don't you see it? 

Vaughan 

(After a pause) 

I suppose you think I will halt because I do not 
understand. 
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Arliss 

(With great earnestness) 

If I do not make you understand, you must do to 
me as you intended to. 

Vaughan 

Must? 

Arliss 

Yes; for if I had destroyed all in you I should 
demand it. 

Vaughan 
(Hesitating, then putting the pistol upon the table) 
Well? 

Arliss 

(Vigorously) 

Where is your strength, your conviction? I shan't 
respect your intention if you are so easily turned from 
it. (Vaughan reaches for the pistol. Arliss covers 
it.) It's not death I'm afraid of, but life. It would 
solve my problem and not help yours. 

Vaughan 
(Pointing sarcastically to the manuscript) 
You talk like one of your characters. 
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Arliss 

(Smiling) 

My characters are only my own different attitudes 
toward life. (Vaughan drops the pistol on the table. 
There is a pause while Arliss fingers it.) This has 
flashed like the proverbial symbol between us. Give 
it to me of your own free will, and I shall know that 
you take up GambrilPs offer and start with your head 
high and your manhood sure. 

Vaughan 

(Savagely) 

There is no use. I tell you I have no will left, 
only impulse. 

Arliss 

(Quickly) 

Then Fll meet your spasmodic melodrama halfway. 
I'll gamble with you for that pistol and all it means. 

Vaughan 

Gamble? Ha! ha! How? By "matching" 
miseries like pennies? 

Arliss 
That just describes it. 

Vaughan 
Is this some scene from your new novel? 



Digitized by 



<b% 



joggle 



THE GARGOYLE 8s 

Arliss 
It's a bit too real and too unnatural. 

Vaughan 

A few moments cannot alter my intention. (He 
sits down.) 

Arliss 

(With force) 

You must resent every word I tell you; you must 
believe me in spite of yourself. Then only will you 
be convinced that what I did for you was right. 

Vaughan 

Then you do acknowledge it was deliberate? That 
with a purpose you sent me out to be what I was, to 
become what I am? 

Arliss 
Yes, deliberate. 

Vaughan 
Why? 

Arliss 

There was a chance that way. Otherwise, you 
might have become — 
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Vaughan 

(Sarcastically) 

— a famous novelist, a great success; "one of the 
mountain peaks," they call you. 

Arliss 
The mountain peaks are lonely. 

Vaughan 
As if loneliness were hard! 

Arliss 
My sort of loneliness is. 

Vaughan 
Who's melodramatic now? 

Arliss 

Hear me out. Will you change places with me? I 
would take your life gladly, stripped and naked as 
you think it is, if you could take up mine, full as it 
seems to you. 

Vaughan 

I suppose I ought to ask you to— 

Arliss 

— to show my side of the penny? Yes. Trite 
as it may seem, I was young once. 
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Vaughan 
(Bitterly) 
Like me; I know that beginning. Go on 

Arliss 

And I soon made the astonishing discovery that the 
easiest way to avoid the petty worries of life was to 
deny their reality. Instead of absorbing them, I 
squeezed them out of my daily living. I — I — 

Vaughan 
But what has this to— 

Arliss 

Wait. I didn't realize the tyranny of this com- 
fortable habit until I faced the first conscious climax 
of my life. (Stops in recollection: Vaughan becomes 
interested.) Why drape the fact and bury it beneath 
pretty flowers? My heart was pounded by the tiny 
fists of a woman. 

Vaughan 
(With impulsive sympathy) 
You, too? I never knew. 

Arliss 

How beautifully your pity leaped toward me in 
spite of yourself! I like that. You are real. 
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Vaughan 

I know what it is. Was it the same sort of thing 
as mine? 

Arliss 
I loved her. 

Vaughan 
So your heart was broken too? 

Arliss 
(With deep conviction) 
No; if it only had been! 

Vaughan 
(Incredulously) 
If it only had been? 

Arliss 

Yes. But I wouldn't let it— I wouldn't. To kill 
the pain which was ready to flow into every fiber of 
my being, I shot my mind- through it. It became 
something I had imagined, something I had read or 
written; for I simply and deliberately and cruelly 
denied its reality. It was born dead. 

Vaughan 
But that was strength. 
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Arliss 
That was cowardice. 

Vaughan 
Cowardice? How do you know? 

Arliss 

By the punishment which lurked in the reaction. 
I found I had no longer the power to keep real any 
feeling I wanted to feel. 

Vaughan 
(Puzzled) 
But you did not cease to feel? 

Arliss 

No, only I felt differently. I felt through my 
mind. In other words, I felt self-consciously. It's a 
bit subtle; but, to describe it in other words, my 
emotional life became something apart from me, some- 
thing I watched and guided — something which always 
knew I watched and guided. I never forgot how I 
should feel, only it was emotion parented by my mind 
and my sense of the situation — never directly, by the 
stimulus itself. I still had red blood that would leap 
to red lips, but there was thought in my kiss. I still 
had eyes that would weep, but no tear fell from its 
own weight of sadness. 
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Vaughan 

(Thoughtfully) 

That recalls — 

Arliss 

I could not accept from the unsuspecting world 
either praise or blame for my actions, because / ques- 
tioned the motives which prompted them. What days 
and nights they were as I sat alone beginning to doubt 
my own sincerity! There is no misery you have 
tasted greater than that. Was I sincere? I wormed 
my life with that question. I couldn't dodge that. 
And to myself I was soon forced to acknowledge I 
was a hypocrite — an actor whose grimaces made his 
emotion. 

Vaughan 

(Incredulously) 

But couldn't you do anything? 

Arliss 

I fought against it. How I tried to be as real to 
myself as I seemed to others! But in every action, 
every word, every look which sprang so self-con- 
sciously from me, I saw (Pointing quickly to the 
shadow on the floor cast by the gargoyle outside) I 
saw a gargoyle leer its relentless question: "Are you 
sincere?" Then I resolved to crush its thick lips, 
to escape forever from my own mind, for once to aban- 
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don myself to a life of the senses — a life without 
thought — to feel without question gloriously and 
nakedly, to become an elemental being who could re- 
act properly, without indirection, from every stimulus 
— who could touch and be burned — who could be cut 
and bleed — who could suffer pain — 

Vaughan 
{Eagerly) 
Then, what did you do? 

Arliss 

I threw myself into a woman's life. I stifled each 
cry of treason to the memory of the other love. I 
went on and on with words, gestures, tears, and sighs, 
furrowing over the same roads and highways seeking 
this new heart. But when her love paused and her 
calm eyes claimed mine in return, I found all I really 
had to give her was the same conscious lack of sin- 
cerity. I had not changed. It had been too late. I 
had become an emotional hypocrite with nothing real 
about the things I knew I said so prettily. And when 
I looked at her — horror-stricken, I saw I had burned 
her fires to ashes. 

Vaughan 

You ruined her life? 

Arliss 
Absolutely. 
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Vaughan 
How terrible! 

Arliss 

How damnable! (During the long pause which 
follows, the dawn gently tints the room. The clock 
strikes the hour of five.) After that nothing remained 
for mc but to become impersonal — to soil no other life 
with my thin fingers — to give nothing — to seek nothing 
-~to get nothing — to be emotionally alone, detached. 

Vaughan 
(Thoughtfully) 
Thftt'l what you meant by loneliness. 

Arliss 

Yf&. One reality was left: my imagination, my 
character*, my creations. 

Vaughan 
And other people's letters. 

Arliss 

Yea. Your life in them was real to me because 
it was not mine. (Softly) So you see, when it comes 
to M matching miseries," as you call it, I — 
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Vaughan 
(Almost tenderly) 
I see you are not so happy as I thought. 

Arliss 
(Looking at him cautiously and feeling his way) 
But you understand why? 

Vaughan 
Yes. 

Arliss 

Only the more intuitive than you would have 
grasped this without living it. You understand by an 
instinct; because it is an emotional echo. 

Vaughan 
(Half mysteriously) 
Where before have I — 

Arliss 

Back before the dawn of your new life — you your- 
self felt it. 

Vaughan 

(Recalling) 

That's so — that's so. That's what kept me spell- 
bound listening; it seemed as though you were ex- 
plaining to me my old self before — 
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Arliss 
Before I sent you out in the world. 

Vaughan 

(Excitedly) 

No, no; you're baffling me with your subtleties. 
You're trying to confuse me; to make me forget why 
IVe come. But I haven't forgotten. (Pointing to- 
wards the pistol.) You haven't convinced me I 
should alter my intention — for what has all this to 
do with mef I'm not that way now. Thank God, 
I'm not like you. But answer me — why did you send 
me out? 

Arliss 
(Clearly and emphatically) 
To save you from becoming what I am. 

Vaughan 
(Almost dazed with the idea) 
Would I have become — ? 

Arliss 

Yes. I am the logical end of what in you was only 
a tendency. 

Vaughan 

But are you sure? 
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Arliss 

(Indignantly) 

Only my sureness excuses my conduct. I had one 
chance to save myself — when my grief first struck me. 
I could have shaken myself free of myself then, and 
then only, in that molding moment. You were like 
me in all things. I saw you were killing your grief 
as I did, letting your awakening literary sense master 
and direct your emotions — dodging the pain of it all. 
I couldn't let you come to my end — to my civilized 
soul misery. So I took the risk to make you what 
you are now, and I sent you out to find yourself, as 
you have, in the mud and in the elemental. 

Vaughan 
But you've failed — Fm ruined, anyway. 

Arliss 
No, no. 

Vaughan 

Yes, yes. You've saved me from one thing to toss 
me to another. You have no right to play with a 
human life. I can't forgive you. I must still claim 
my accounting. YouVe shown me your emptiness, but 
look at mine. YouVe shown me what you've saved 
me from, but what have you given me instead ? Wha* 
have you given me? 
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Arliss 

Everything I have not. Everything except my 
fame, which I have bought by losing all you have. 
(He speaks with exaltation.) This dawn is yours, 
but not mine; you have drowned your grief in its 
colors. The paths of day and night are yours, but 
not mine, for over them you have dragged your pain. 
YouVe soaked the world with your tears; the world 
has become yours. But nothing is mine. You are the 
humanity about you ; you own its blood, its sweat, and 
its heartbeat. I own nothing. You've bought them 
for all time by feeling them properly, by feeling them 
sincerely. For that I'd give all my fame — just to be 
able to feel without self-consciousness — to feel as you, 
only because I felt. 

Vaughan 

(Spiritually moved) 

Yes, yes; what you say must be true. I felt it out 
there, but it lay in my heart seeking a voice. Your 
words have let something free within. So that's what 
my grief has given me — the world! 

Arliss 
I staked all that I might make you see. 

Vaughan 

I do now. (Enthusiastically) But in speaking like 
this, you've given the lie unto yourself. YouVe given 
me a release; it is my turn to give you yours. 
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Arliss 
You can't — you can't. Nobody can free me from 
myself. 

Vaughan 
I can. YouVe been living with a false idea of 
yourself. You're not what you think you are. You 
say you don't feel! Why, you, too, are thrilling still 
with the words you've given me. They are you, you, 
you! 

Arliss 
{With grief) 
No, I was only feeling in your place. 

Vaughan 
But you say you don't suffer. You are suffering 
now! 

Arliss 
{Sinking into a chair) 
I suffer only because I do not suffer properly. 

Vaughan 
{Looking at him awed) 
What a tragedy! 

Arliss 
No; only a penalty. All "actors" pay it, once 
they honestly understand themselves. And we all 
act so. 
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Vaughan 

Actors! If you haven't changed from what you 
were, you must be acting now. ( Arliss starts.) Have 
you assumed these attitudes to save yourself from my 
intention? (Aggressively) Have you spoken because 
you felt it, or because you knew it was the thing to say? 

Arliss 

(With deep pain) 

But you are convinced that what I did for you — 

Vaughan 

No! I can't be unless I know you are sincere. 
(Arliss winces. Vaughan leans towards him across 
the table.) Tell me, have you been sincere with me? 
Are you sincere now? 

Arliss 

(Almost pitifully) 

Won't you show me that you believe I am? Won't 
you please let me feel I am sincere — just for once? 

(He looks at Vaughan, who, after a pause, 
with a look of pity, slowly pushes the pistol 
towards him. Arliss smiles faintly, sunk deep 
in his chair.) 
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PEOPLE 

Senator Volney Pierce 

Claire, his wife 

Judith Shannon, their friend 



SCENE 
The Pierce Apartments, Washington, D. C. 
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IN HIS HOUSE* 

A ROOM of a suite in an apartment hotel. 
f*M Through the large windows at the right, 
"^ which probably overlook a park, the brilliant 

sun pours, touching vividly the usual furniture resting 
in the usual way. The reflected gleam upon the tele- 
phone calls attention to the long table at the left upon 
which it rests, and a deep chair near it yawns invit- 
ingly. Another smaller table close to the window 
holds the magazines of the day and some flowers of the 
season. The couch, a few stray chairs and what-nots 
appropriately fill their mission. Two doorways, each 
half concealed through short hallways, lead off: one 
at the right in back, which apparently serves as en- 
trance from the house elevators without; the other, 
down at the left, which obviously opens into the more 
intimate living quarters. At the back, at the left, 
the curtained alcove does not completely conceal the 
outlines of another room which proves to be the library. 
There is little which is either very personal or charac- 
teristic in the atmosphere, and the scene simply sug- 
gests, on closer inspection, the more or less temporary 
resting place of adequate means and position. 

♦Copyright, 191 1, by George Middleton. All rights re- 
served. 
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The curtain rises with Claire and Volnby seated 
as though there had been a long pause in their talking. 
Claire Pierce has just passed thirty; from the settled 
expression of her face, with its high forehead and firm 
mouth, one deduces great strength of determination, 
and in the steady, large blue eyes is discovered a latent 
spirituality. But one cannot brush aside the. thin veil 
which seems to hang upon the outlines as though she 
has passed through some indelible experience. While 
she sits watching hir husband a restlessness tinges her 
words and actions. 

Volney Pierce would easily attract attention any- 
where because of his sheer virility. The gaunt, deep- 
lined, middle-aged countenance, with its large, facile- 
lipped mouth and small, sunken black eyes, conveys 
the impression of deep living and thought. Yet there 
is, too, in his manner an instinctive appreciation for 
subtleties usually foreign to his type. His voice is 
resonant and contains notes of tenderness and emotion* 

The long pause continues, and during it he has 
again picked up his newspaper and begun glancing 
casually through it. 

Volney 
I'm afraid, Claire, there is nothing more to be said. 

Claire 
In spite of my appeal, you feel you must do it? 
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VOLNEY 

Yes; your reasons are sentimental, dear. I've 
thought it over carefully. It means my Senatorship 
another time — sure. {Significantly) You can never 
know how much I need the excitement of my career. 

Claire 

For ten years your career has been my one thought. 
I don't want you to do anything dishonest now. 

Volney 

It's politics, Claire. Addison controls the State leg- 
islature; he simply agrees to re-elect me for certain 
considerations. It's done every day. 

Claire 
But never before by you. You mustn't do it. 

Volney 
{Rising, going to her, and patting her tenderly) 
There, there, Claire. 

Claire 
You won't listen to me? 

Volney 

I have, dear, patiently. When Addison 'phones me, 
let me know at once. I'm afraid I intend to consent 
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to his conditions. (He goes out, leaving Claire 
alone.) 

Claire 

It's not honest; but, perhaps, I don't understand. 

(She rises and crosses to the window, slowly 
pulling the curtains aside and looking thought- 
fully away. She sighs, not hearing the tele- 
phone until its ring is repeated. Then she 
goes and takes down the receiver.) 

Is this Mr. Add — Oh, Miss Shannon — Miss Judith 
Shannon? Tell her to come right up. 

(She replaces the receiver and goes to call 
Volney, but, on second thought, hesitates and 
walks off in back. There is a sound of greet- 
ing without, then she and Judith Shannon 
enter. 

Judith Shannon, past her first youth, too, 
with her auburn hair crowning an exceedingly 
mobile face and nervous black eyes, gives at 
first glance an impression of sex and tempera- 
ment. But it is seen by her soft manner of 
speech and conduct that she has schooled and 
controlled her impulses beneath a cultivated 
mentality. She is a strong personality and im- 
mediately inspires confidence. One notices, 
however, that while she is evidently fond of 
Claire, she is not quite at ease throughout.) 
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Judith 
I'm so glad I found you. 

Claire 

What a stranger for an old friend, Judith; it's 
nearly six months since — 

Judith 

I know; but horrid business difficulties with my 
publishers and — 

Claire 
You'll stay with us now, of course? 

Judith 

No; I only ran over between trains. Pm sailing 
next Saturday. 

Claire 
(Surprised) 
Abroad? Another of your sudden impulses? 

Judith 

I simply can't write here; I need sunlight and the 
sea. I'm going to a little island in the Mediterranean 
to finish my novel. 
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Claire 

(Her manner changing: her voice drops to a 

whisper; she does not conceal her 

excitement) 

Judith, you have some word from — ? 

Judith 
Yes. 

Claire 
(Anxiously) 
Has anything happened to him? 

Judith 
I have a letter for you. 

Claire 

Give it to me. Wait. 

(While Judith takes the letter from her bag 
she watches Claire half with pity and criti- 
cism as she goes first to the door, left, and then 
to the library and back. After convincing her- 
self that they cant be heard she comes down 
to Judith,) 

Volney must have stepped into his own room. 
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Judith 

(Taking another sealed envelope which is inclosed 
in the letter, and hesitating) 

A friend who was with him sent it to me with the 
details. He must have given my address. It's not 
very good news, I'm afraid. 

(Claire is awed, and apprehensively takes the 
letter slowly from Judith's reluctant fingers. 
She looks at Judith, seeming to divine the 
truth, then sits by table, and hastily tears the 
letter open. Judith silently watches her read 
what is apparently a short note. Claire be- 
trays nothing. She puts it down softly and 
bows her head. There is a long pause.) 

Judith 

(Softly, as she refers to the other letter in her hand) 

His last words were of you, Claire. His lips were 
whispering your name when — They have buried him 
on the hillside overlooking the blue waters. They put 
violets — (Claire winces audibly, and Judith places 
her hand sympathetically on the bended shoulders.) 
Perhaps, Claire, you'd better read this yourself — later. 
(She places the letter upon the table near her.) 

Claire 

He blames me, Judith. He loved me to the end- 
yet blames me. 
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Judith 

He must have suffered — and you here (Glancing 
toward Volney's room) in his house. 

Claire 

Dead ! Silence between us for seven years and then 
this — to blame me. And I loved him every moment. 
I loved him. (She places her hands to her eyes; then 
she speaks in a strange voice.) Judith, why don't the 
tears come? There are no tears; I can't even give 
him tears. He's dead! And they put violets — 

(She bows again with one long sob — trembling. 
Judith stands by embarrassed at her own con- 
strained sympathy. Some moments pass in 
silence.) 

Judith 

Perhaps I did wrong to tell you, since it cannot alter 
matters here. 

Claire 

You did right ; a last wish is sacred and — and it will 
make a difference here. (Though she glances toward 
her husband's room significantly, Judith conceals her 
eager interest.) Volney owes me something he can 
never repay. I've lived here with him and sent the 
other away. Yet all the man I love sends me from 
his deathbed is blame for living in my husband's house. 
Oh! 
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Judith 
That is natural, Claire. It's hard — bitter hard. 

Claire 

But I've suffered, too. He should have seen I was 
doing my duty. Was it easy to give up all he was 
to me in spite of myself ? You knew at the time why 
I kept my husband ignorant. And besides, Judith, 
Volney loved me. 

Judith 

{Controlling herself with difficulty) 

Yes, Volney loved you. But I'd — I'd better leave 
you alone. Is there anything / can do ? 

Claire 

He is dead, Judith. What can you do? {Taking 
her hand affectionately) You've been so good. You 
bring all things back each time I see you; for you 
alone knew what terrible days they were when — when 
it was being finished. I never would have staggered 
through them without Volney's discovering, if it hadn't 
been for you. 

Judith 
No, Claire, I did nothing. 

Claire 

You protected each of us from the other. If you 
hadn't been with him so much working on the articles 
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together — Do you remember those articles? 
(Vaguely) What were they about? 

Judith 
(Struggling) 
I forget — I— 

Claire 

Oh, Judith, each time when things became too hard 
later, you were always ready to help me. My strength 
has faltered so often but I kept on. Judith! Judith! 
Can I ever forget your goodness to me and to Volney? 

Judith 

(Impulsively) 

Claire! Stop! Stop! I can't stand it. Let me go. 
I'm not a hypocrite ; it isn't in my blood. 

Claire 
Judith! 

Judith 

(Almost fiercely) 

I can't take your thanks. I don't want you ever 
to speak of this to me again. 

Claire 
Judith! 
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Judith 

That's why I haven't been here lately, why I'm 
going far away for good. Your confidences have been 
a burning temptation to me. I can't bear them any 
more, do you hear? I can't live in this lie between 
you and Volney; it's crushing all that's decent in me. 
I can't. 

Claire 
(In an intuitive flash) 
Judith, you love my husband ! 

Judith 
(Openly) 
Yes. 

Claire 
(Quickly) 
Does Volney know? 

Judith 

Nothing. (As Claire turns away relieved.) 
Though I knew you didn't love him as he thinks. 
I haven't been disloyal. (Impulsively) But I tell you, 
Claire, if he had loved me I wouldn't have been the 
coward — 

Claire 
- — that I was? You mean that? 
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Judith 
YouVe wrecked a man's life. 

Claire 
(Firmly) 
I did my duty by Volney. 

Judith 
(Fiercely) 
Did you? 

Claire 

Yes. What he has become through me proves it. 
His career is mine; his integrity — (She suddenly 
recalls the dishonest deed her husband is contemplating. 
The force of her words fails her, and she sinks into 
the chair, looking toward his room.) I tell you, 
Judith, I did right; of course, I did right. 

Judith 
And the other man? 

Claire 
Judith, this is terrible of you. 
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Judith 

(Realizing her cruelty and going to Claire more 
tenderly) 

Little Claire, forgive me. I was a beast to add to 
your pain in this moment. Neither one of us is her- 
self. Of course, Volney is your justification. He 
loves you; you need fear nothing from me. Forgive 
me. Only love means something different to me than 
you have made it. That's all. This is good-by. Oh, 
don't be sorry for me. But see that you never let him 
weaken for your own sake — if not his. ( The telephone 
rings.) 

Claire 

Addison! (She stands horrified, realizing its sig- 
nificance; the long, impatient ring is repeated.) 

Volney 
(Outside) 
Is that for me, Claire? 

Claire 

( To herself as she slowly walks toward the 
telephone) 

Addison ! 
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VOLNEY 

(As he enters) 

See who it is! (Sees Judith.) Why, Judith, I 
didn't know — 

Judith 

(Self-defensively throughout as they shake hands) 

I've only come to shake your hand. Claire will 
explain where I'm off to. 

Volney 
Off? 

Claire 
(Having taken down receiver) 
It's for you, Volney. 

Volney 

Tell them to hold the wire. (Claire does so, 
mechanically putting the receiver down on the table, 
yet scarcely watching them.) You mustn't run away 
like this without — 

Judith 

I know it's horrid of me, but I didn't realize how 
long I was talking to Claire. Goodness! I am late 
for my train' now. My cab's waiting. Good-by, 
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VOLNEY 

I'll see you down. 

Judith 

No. One mustn't keep a Senator's 'phone and busi- 
ness of state waiting. I've said good-by to Claire. 
And now to you. Good luck, Volney, and happiness. 
(She shakes hands again honestly, concealing every- 
thing, and goes out quickly,) 

Volney 

Why, how strange of her. I wonder why — (He 
stands a second perplexed and then goes off back to 
close the door. Claire is alone.) 

Claire 

" Never let him weaken." (Suddenly a determined 
look leaps into her face; she takes up the receiver, not 
noting Volney has re-entered, and hears.) Is this 
Mr. Addison? Well, won't you ring up later? Sen- 
ator Pierce is not here. He'll be back soon. 

Volney 

(Coming to her) 
Claire! 

Claire 
(Hangs up the receiver and faces him) 
Volney, you shan't make this deal. I can't let you 
at any cost — now. 
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VOLNEY 

Must we go over this again? 

Claire 

For the last time. I beg of you not to do this. 
Can't your love for me without question do as I ask? 

Volney 
(Losing patience) 
It's absurd to put it that way. 

Claire 

(Preventing him as he reaches toward the telephone) 

This touches something deep between ourselves, Vol- 
ney. I can't let you cheapen my ideal of you ; I can't 
let you do one single thing that's dishonest — now. 
I'd rather lose your love, rather topple over whatever 
happiness and joy you have found in me than let you 
do this. I'm desperate, Volney. Give this up. 

Volney 

Claire, you're ridiculously capricious to-day. What's 
back of this wild mood? Why should this be so ab- 
normally important to you? I have said it's only a 
risk. 

Claire 
It's your willingness to take it. 
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VOLNEY 

What's the hidden reason that touches something 
deep between ourselves? Why should I give this up? 

Claire 
(Realizing what must inevitably follow) 
Volney, for my justification. 

Volney 
(Mystified) 
Justification? 

Claire 

Yes. You owe me a great debt, Volney. You 
never knew. You must repay me now by keeping 
yourself the man I thought you. By keeping your 
career and integrity clean. That can be my only 
justification for what I've done. Oh! (Her hand 
accidentally touches the letter she has placed in her 
bosom; she breaks a bit.) You must justify me — you 
must. I see that; and nothing else — otherwise — oh, 
the horror, the grimness, the irony! 

(He stands looking at her as she is shuddering. , 
Then he half turns her toward him, forcing 
her to look into his eyes.) 

Volney 
What is it, Claire? 
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Claire 

(without flinching) 

There's been another man in my life for seven years 
and I gave him up. (They stand some moments; 
then Volney, very quiet, slowly takes his hands from 
her shoulders, and sits upon the chair back of her. 
She still stands where she was without turning toward 
him.) Help me. Help me, Volney. 

Volney 
Go on. 

Claire 

There isn't much. I knew him before — before you, 
and I — but I 'didn't realize till — till afterwards that 
the touch of his hand — Oh, I can't put it into words. 
But he loved me, too. 

Volney 
Why didn't he come to me? 

Claire 
He wanted to. 

Volney 
You prevented? 

Claire 
Yes. 
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VOLNEY 

Then why didn't you tell me? 

Claire 

I didn't want you to know. I sent him away al- 
most as soon as we both realized. We haven't seen 
each other since. 

VOLNEY 

Why? 

Claire 
{Turning toward him for the first time) 
For your sake. 

Volney 



For me? 



Claire 



I couldn't allow any blow like that to halt the de- 
velopment of your character; it was struggling between 
expediences and ideals; it had just begun to crystallize 
so strong and firm and — 

Volney 
{Incredulously) 
My development! 
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Claire 

And besides, I couldn't let any scandal hurt your 
career. 

Volney 
How could that — ? 

Claire 

You were a coming man; no matter how little you 
might be to blame, the voters would never have sup- 
ported you. You wouldn't divorce me ; you were too 
— too decent, and there was no cause save just I 
loved him. And I couldn't get the divorce by paltry 
connivance, for you never would have been able to 
explain to the public that it was for my happiness. 
So I — I sent him away — that, in the stress of public 
life, your character might grow even stronger with 
the woman you loved standing by and that you might 
not be smirched with a family scandal. Your career, 
your honor, your integrity have been everything to me. 
That's why you musn't do this thing. For God, 
don't you see? If you fall or falter or weaken, all 
I have done will be terrible; for I've just learned 
that — that he couldn't forget me, that his life has 
been wrecked, and that he hasn't been strong enough 
to stand what I asked of him. And it's mainly my 
fault. Volney, Volney, you owe me something, for I 
gave up what the world calls happiness for your sake. 
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Now you know, Volney; now you know — everything. 
Don't be ice. 

(She bows her head. Volney's face has been 
inscrutably calm until, after she finishes, he 
slowly grasps the entire significance of her con- 
fession. There is a tense silence.) 



Volney 

(Slowly) 

My career built with the wreckage of another life! 

(Claire watches him in suspense as he rises 
and after a moment's hesitation goes to the 
telephone.) 

Claire 
(In a hushed voice) 
You'll give this deal up? 

Volney 
(At the telephone) 
Hello! Give me Garden Seventy-one. Yes. 

Claire 
Youll give this up? 
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VOLNEY 

(Ignoring her) 

Hello! Is Mr. Addison there? Yes; Senator 
Pierce. Thank you. (Pause.) Hello, Addison. 
Fve been thinking that little matter over and IVe 
decided I can't accept. (Claire gives a cry of joy.) 
No. Under no considerations. Personal reasons. 
Wait. (Deliberately) This is for your private ear. 
I'm also sending my resignation by the next mail to 
the Governor. Yes, resignation. No, I shan't even 
fill my unexpired term. Personal reasons again. I 
thought I'd tell you so that you could see " the old 
man " before it gets out. Irrevocably. Good-by. (He 
hangs up the receiver; they stare at each other.) 

Claire 
What have you done? 

Volney 
You heard. 

Claire 
Given up everything? 

Volney 

I can accept nothing at that price, nor keep what 
I gained by it. (She is completely stunned, and he 
continues with bitterness struggling beneath a cold, 
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Claire 
I suffered for it. 

Volnby 

That was sufficient excuse, I suppose, for the deceit 
and the hypocrisy. You acted well; played your part 
splendidly; tricked even my instincts — for I never sus- 
pected. 

Claire 

{With a certain desperate strength and sincerity) . 

Give me credit for that. There would have been 
only a half-gift had I brought you daily tears and a 
sad smile. There would have been no sacrifice had I 
given you a broken reed for your constant care and 
pity. What if I have hid every sigh, every tear, every 
dull leaden empty hour? You blame me for the lie; 
credit me with my consideration and sincerity as I 
saw it. 

Volney 

Sincerity? And you lived with me all these years 
as my wife, and I never knew. Actress! {Hitting 
himself.) Fool! 

Claire 

I accepted your name, your roof, your protection. 
There can be no half ways. I had to give if I took. 
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VOLNEY 

(Revolted) 
Claire 



Volney 

I understand now. Wanton! With your passive 
pleasures, taking lips that meant his, embraces that 
touched other memories into fire! And his name! 
How was it you never gasped his name? 

Claire 

Don't phrase those hours, do you hear? Don't go 
so far. I've done with all my woman's strength what 
I saw was right by you, and you're pulling everything 
down upon me. I've shown to save your integrity 
I was willing to risk your love, by telling you what 
I have. But there are some things your tongue shan't 
touch. You think I did wrong, but I never stole one 
hour with him. I tell you I played straight that way. 

Volney 
How do I know? How can I ever know? 

Claire 
My word. 
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VOLNEY 

Your word? When you lived this He for seven 
years — when in not one single act have you changed 
toward me since I first brought you to my house. 
You've given everything just the same; yet it was a 
lie, all of it a lie. How can I believe in the truth of 
one single thing in the present or in the past? How 
can I, just because you've given your word — your 
word? 

(She sits staring for a long while before her, 
and the absolute uselessness of future words 
overwhelms her. He has halted, controlled 
himself, and stands looking long out of the 
window. The sunlight lessens.) 

Claire 

(In a dull, dead voice) 

That's true. It's over — finished. We can't live 
together any longer. What irony! Yet I had the 
courage to speak at last as I had the courage to live. 
You won't do the dishonest thing now. But what 
irony to have killed your love to save you from the 
other! 

Volney 

(Turning, questions himself a second, then after 
a pause, speaks with calmness) 

Claire, my love for you has been dead for some time. 
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Claire 
(Silenced at first, not grasping it) 
It was dead before this? I did not kill it? 

Volney 
No, it just passed. 

Claire 

(Smiling cynically) 

Even that. Then now it was your vanity and not 
your heart I hurt. 

Volney 

I was going to sneak out of it — the injured party — 
but I guess we'd better face the truth between us for 
once. 

Claire 
Yes, it would be best at the end. 

Volney 

I considered this deal because I hadn't the moral 
courage to fight as I used to; for back of me here in 
my home I knew my own deception. That's why I 
couldn't play straight outside; why I needed the mere 
excitement to — to get away from things. 
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Claire 

{Bitterly) 

So the man, too, could live with his wife when love 
was dead! 

Volney 

It's different somehow. 

Claire 
Everything is different with a man. 

Volney 

Yes, the tolerance of you women has made it so. 
(He starts toward the door.) 

Claire 

(To herself) 
Even that. 

Volney 
I think that is all. 

Claire 
What are you going to do? 

Volney 

I'll arrange things. Then I'll begin new work and 
mold something apart from this lie. I can, I think. 
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I'll take up my writing again perhaps. When matters 
are settled I'll go abroad. 

Claire 

Abroad ? ( She recalls. ) Wait, Volney. ( Directly ) 
Is it Judith Shannon? 

Volney 
{Turning surprised) 
Judith? 

Claire 

We do not always know one love is dead until 
another comes. Do you love her? 

Volney 
No, certainly not. I've had enough of love. 

Claire 
(Slowly) 
Go to her, Volney. When you are free, go to her. 

Volney 
There never has been one word — 

Claire 
I know; she told me. She loves you. Go to her. 
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VOLNEY 

(To himself) 
Judith! 

Claire 

That is the one last thing from me you can believe; 
ray " dishonesty " cannot touch that. 

Volney 
Judith! 

Claire 
She also knew about me and the other one. 

Volney 
(With admiration) 
And she never told mef How splendid of her! 

Claire 
(Realizing what the future may offer to him now) 
Go to her. 

Volney 

I suppose we all deserve a little happiness out of 
this tangle. I'll arrange things quietly. I'll leave 
the house to-night. 
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Claire 

Yes; to-night. {With a despairing emotional note) 
And what's to become of me? 

VOLNEY 

{Kindly) 

Why, you must go to him, of course. Go to the 
man you love! 

{He goes out quietly, closing the door. She 
stands dumb at his words. Then she fingers 
the letter which Judith has placed on the 
table. She stares before her while the day 
fades.) 
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PEOPLE 

Mr. Lee 

Donna, his daughter 
Gilbert Steele, her fiance 
Barker, an old family servant 



SCENE 
Living room and library in Mr. Lee's home 
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r a fHE room suggests long occupancy: its book- 
m lined walls and old-fashioned furniture indi- 

"*- cate the owners love of simplicity rather than 

a small purse. A large engraving of " The Sistine 
Madonna " in a faded, black wooden frame first catches 
the eye. Lamps and candle-sticks about are whimsical 
in shape, and they rest securely in settled places amid 
the horse-haired sofa and chairs. A fireplace at the 
left, near a door which opens into Donna's room, 
casts its wavering light upon a snow-rimmed window 
by it. The general entrance to the room is in a 
further corner at the right. Another door on this side 
leads to Mr. Lee's bedroom. The soft lights, with a 
suggestion of wind and snow without, give a sense of 
comfort and intimacy to those within. 

As the curtain rises, Donna and Mr. Lee, with 
Barker waiting on them, are seated at the table just 
finishing their meal. 

Donna is a sweet girl, about twenty, with golden 
hair and blue eyes, quaintly pretty in her simple frock. 
Though there is a suggestion of strength she gives 
rather the impression of frank, unspoiled innocence. 

♦Copyright, 1911, by George Middleton. All rights re- 
served. 

137 



Digitized by 



Google 




,3$ MADONNA 

Mfc* Leb is middle-aged, handsome, and with a del- 
icate tenderness which somehow is lost at times be- 
neatk a spasmodically assumed manner of speech. His 
fair is already prematurely gray, and while he is pow- 
erful to the eye, a close observer might detect signs 
%f physical weakness. He has evidently lived an in- 
tent life aimed at a great desire and shadowed by deep 
sorrow. He is in his long smo king-jacket. 

Barker is sixty, fairly vigorous, and unoffensively 
paternal. By preference he is obviously in a butler's 
suit — rather old-fashioned. 

Barker has placed the ices upon the table, but they 
are left untouched. Something preoccupies each. 
Barker removes the ices, showing that he has noticed 
they have not been eaten. He places a small cup of 
coffee before Donna. She waves it aside in silence. 

Lee 
I'll take coffee to-night, Barker. 

Barker 
{Half reprovingly) 
But Dr. KInard especially said — 

Lee 

Doctors always forbid you taking the only things 
you care about. (Barker reluctantly pours it half 
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out. Lee motions him to fill cup. Takes a sip, puts 
it down, pushing it aside.) Bah! Something's the 
matter with everything to-night, Barker. 

Barker 

So I see. Neither you or Miss Donna have eaten 
at all, and I was especially careful on this occasion. 

Donna 

{Sweetly) 

Everything was splendid, Barker, only — I — I wasn't 
hungry. 

Lee 

Neither was I, Barker. 

Barker 

I should have known you wouldn't be — this last 
night together. 

(Lee motions him to be silent. Donna rises 
and crosses, pulls aside the window curtains. 
She breathes upon the windowpane, and looks 
absently out with a curious mingling of gravity 
and controlled nervousness. Lee watches his 
daughter a second and sighs.) 

Lee 
{Aside) 
Barker, you're a damn fool! 
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Barker 

So your father said. ( Lee smiles and pats Barker's 
shoulder, crossing to large chair. He sits with a slight 
effort. Barker looks from one to the other know- 
ingly. There is a broken pause during which Barker 
clears the things to a small serving-table in back.) It 
was a bad night out, sir. (No answer.) Yes, sir. 
(He pauses.) Papers say it'll be clear to-morrow. 
Hope so. Church bells sound so much sweeter across 
the snow — after a storm when the air is clear, and 
the sunlight — (He sees they are paying no attention. 
He deliberately rattles a plate. They look.) Yes, sir! 
Before we were married, the late Mrs. B. remarked 
there was sunshine tucked away in most dark clouds. 
Don't take it so hard. Suppose it would have broken 
the late Mrs. B.'s heart, too, — to have seen you leave 
us, Miss Donna. Never had any children of our 
own — to speak of. Our boy didn't amount to much — 
You were all. 

Donna 

(Recalling fondly) 

Yes. Dear old nursie; how good she was to me. 
And I was so cross — when I was young. (Lee 
grunts.) 

Barker 

Yes. The late Mrs. B. often remarked it. But 
she loved you — as we did — just for crying day and 
night. 
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Lee 

Babies always cry at night. {Thoughtfully) So do 
grown people — when they cry. Wonder why? {He 
sniffles suspiciously.) I must have caught a cold. Bet- 
ter bring another log. 

Barker 

{Choking up) 

Yes, sir; we've both got colds. Miss Donna, {She 
turns) I have a little wedding present for you. 

Donna 

{Impulsively) 
Oh, no, Barker, you can't — 

Barker 

Can't afford it? I'd like to know what I've been a 
butler all my life for. 

Donna 

I didn't mean that, Barker. Only Gilbert and I 
have so many presents, I don't know how we're going 
to live up to them. Besides, I have your love, your 
good wishes, your — 

Barker 

Yes, Miss. But I have as much right as Mr. Lee: 
he's only your father. When he was away so often 
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the late Mrs. B. and me combed out your golden curls 
many a time, and washed your face, and — 



Donna 

(Reminiscently) 

Yes, yes, — Daddy never saw how dirty I could be 
(Laughing) and how I loved it. 

Barker 

It's not much. (He feels in one pocket, then an- 
other, until at last he pulls out a plush box contain- 
ing an old-fashioned jeweled necklace of odd design.) 
Hope you'll wear it to-morrow. It really isn't from 
me. I've just been keeping it all these years for you. 
Had it fixed up a bit. It's from the late Mrs. B. 

Donna 

(Takes it tenderly) 

Oh! how lovely! Look, father! (Pause.) Barker, 
I should like to have you fasten it on. (He takes it as 
she bows her head. He fumbles in fastening it.) 

Barker 

My fingers are sort of mixed to-night. (She stifles 
a little sob. Lee coughs suspiciously, which Barker 
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notes.) I'd better get that log. We're all catching 
cold. 

(Barker exits hastily with serving tray. 
Donna watches him with teared eyes. The 
door closes; pause. Lee grunts. Donna runs 
to her father, losing control of herself; she sobs, 
kneeling beside him.) 

Donna 

Oh, Daddy, I can't leave you. I can't go away 
alone with Gilbert to-morrow. I don't want to be 
married. 

Lee 

(Holding her close, with infinite understanding 
and tenderness throughout) 



Girlie! girlie! 



Donna 



I can't bear leaving home and all my little treasures. 
I feel just as though I were losing everything I held 
dearest — everything and you, Daddy. 

Lee 

I know. I know. I don't want you to go, either. 
I don't — I don't, my little girl. (He controls him- 
self.) Now, I understand how your grandmother 
must have felt when I took your mother away from 
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k»& I never dxc^t Vd be falEsz k cysdL It's 
twkr as hard: I have do one to bar it wirb at. 

Dokha 
Daidy, say I can't go. 

La 

That'* natural. Every girl — Bat poo mustn't fed 
thfs way with Gilbert. (5** looks at in.) You 
mustn't. 

DONNA 

Oh! I can't help it. I've tried but I can't. And 
I love him so. I've always loved him so. But he's 
going to take me away from you to-morrow, and 111 
be done with him, and then— (Trembling) Oh! I 
can't — I can't — I can't. (She sobs heart-broken on 
his breast. He soothes her hair. He feels helpless. 
Long pause.) 

Lee 

If your mother had only — (He draws a long 
breath in recollection.) You need her now, don't 
you, girlie? 

Donna 
Yes — yes — she'd understand. 
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Lee 

Maybe I do a bit, too; though I'm only a man. I 
haven't been father and mother to you all these years 
without knowing — 

Donna 

(Looking up into his face) 

.. Oh ! Daddy ! you've been everything to me. Every- 
thing a girl could want. That's partly what makes it 
so hard to go — because I know how it will hurt you to 
see me leave the church. (Eagerly) Oh, Daddy! why 
won't you come and live with us? Gilbert wants it. 
Why do you say you must be alone, now? 

Lee 

Because it's best, girlie — best. You and Gilbert 
know each other better than most lovers — since you 
were little tots, too, eh? But there'll be many new 
things you two will have to work out all by yourselves, 
and it wouldn't do to have an old, settled, gray-haired 
man like me snoozing around meddling and mixing 
things up. No, no. It's best young people should 
start alone. 

Donna 

I suppose you're right; you always are. (He denies 
this.) But you said you were going on a long journey. 
Couldn't we — 
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Lee 
(Smiling and concealing significance) 
The long journey I start on soon, I shall take alone. 

Donna 

But I could have waited. So would Gilbert, if I 
had said so. (Eagerly) It's not too late now. If 
you'll only say so, we'll postpone — 

Lee 
(Smiling) 
No, no — 

Donna 

Let me tell him to wait until — 



Lee 

(Shaking his head and lifting hers with his two 
hands until she looks into his eyes) 

You think it's because you're leaving me and home 
that you feel this way. It isn't, dearest. You're just 
deceiving yourself, and I understand the real reason, 
this last night, girlie. I understand everything. 
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Donna 

(Her head sinks into his lap as she realizes he 
understands her fear) 

Yes, that's why I am afraid — afraid — afraid. 

(She sobs nervously. There is a long pause 
while the clock slowly strikes nine. Lee notes 
it, and looking up sees the Madonna, which 
has slowly grown out of the darkness as the 
moonbeams have stolen in through the window. 
Pause.) 

Lee 

(Rambling casually) 

The night is slipping away and the storm has 
ceased. See ! the moon is struggling a wee bit to silver 
all the land. It takes me back to another night when — 
(He sighs.) Little girl, I've tried to let you know 
life as it is with no falseness: for the best women are 
those who know dark secrets yet keep their hearts 
pure. YouVe been about enough to know — enough. 
Gilbert, too, oh! he's a fine lad, isn't he? (She nods 
quickly.) Gilbert hasn't anybody but us. Remember 
his father? Often wondered why he asked me to take 
care of his son after he passed by. Now I know: it 
was for you. I've made Gilbert see some of the world 
— for I wanted you both to understand that — (He 
looks at the jeweled necklace Barker has given 
Donna.) Good old Barker! Did you ever think, 
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Donna, that jewels grow in the earth — only some one 
must clean away the darkness before their beauty 
shines? Most rare things are like that. (Making 
point , and noting its effect upon her.) Love's a bit 
like it, too: the kind that crowns a life. My, my! 
how the hours are flying, and soon you and Gilbert 
will be facing that great world out there — hand in 
hand. (He impulsively hugs her as if in protection.) 
You can't know yet how foolishly we parents fear to 
let our children approach the things we've passed. But 
you all do it, somehow. So there's not much an old 
fool of a father can say to you now. (Looking at 
Madonna) Yes, there is one thing: one message. 

Donna 

(Nestling) 

Daddy, Gilbert said you'd wish to talk with me. 
That's why he won't be here to-night. Oh! he is so 
thoughtful and good. Why is it, several times to- 
night, when I thought of to-morrow, I almost wished 
he'd never come? Can't it go on just as it is between 
him and me? I don't want it to be different. I can't 
think of — oh, no! I don't mean that — there's some- 
thing wrong with me — wrong. I try to be calm and 
happy — but I'm all upset and afraid of, and — oh ! (He 
pats his hand on her head and pushes back curls.) 

Lee 

You just need somebody to catch all the unrest and 
touch it with a bigger meaning — to see the spirit in 
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it. (Looking at Madonna again) I've been thinking 
lately perhaps I'll have to set you straight about it all. 

(Barker has entered with a log. He fixes the 
fire in silence, and it burns up. The wind out- 
side is heard occasionally.) 

Barker 
Shall I light the others? 

Donna 

Let me. Just the candles and the firelight. We'll 
sit beside it, Daddy, you and I, and talk, and the wind 
outside will tell us we are all alone. 

Barker 

(Crossing to door) 

I'll get the candles. 

Lee 

Let Donna. I like to watch her light them. 
(Donna exits.) 

Barker 

(After a pause, looking about the room, including 
picture) 

Pardon me, sir, but do you notice anything strange 
about the room to-night ? ("Lee questions.) Somehow, 
it seems so sacred-like. 
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Lee 

You noticed it, too? I thought it was just here. 
(Touching himself) It seems like some memory whis- 
pering silently. (He rises abruptly.) You sent my 
note to Mr. Gilbert? 

Barker 
He's hardly had time to get here yet. 

Lee 

Nonsense: I said she wanted to see him. 

Barker 
I'll show him right in. 

Lee 

And go to bed yourself and sleep if you can. 

(He places hand on heart quickly as though in 
great pain. Staggers. Barker goes to him.) 

Barker 
Sit down, sir. 

Lee 

(Recovering) 

* It's the old trouble, you know. Can't keep up 
much longer. Doctor said so. Rupture of aneurism 
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threatened: that means a broken heart. I've had a 
hard time keeping the pieces together since — Donna 
mustn't know — about my long journey alone — that she 
and Gilbert will only have each other soon — very soon. 

Barker 
Don't talk that way, sir. 

Lee 

I won't. But you're provided for, old fellow. My! 
My! (Grimly) I wonder if you'll look after me in 
the next world. 

Barker 

(Tenderly) 

I hope I've been good enough, sir. 

(Lee smiles and pats him tenderly as Donna 
re-enters with two long brass candlesticks. 
The door bell without is rung violently.) 

Donna 

Remember, Barker, Daddy and I are not home to a 
single soul. 

Barker 

(Smiling quaintly) 

I understand, Miss — not to a single soul. Good- 
night. 
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(He exits. The wind outside blows, and the 
fire burns brighter. Lee crosses to fireplace, 
watching her as she places the candlesticks 
down. The door is flung violently open, and 
Gilbert Steele enters hastily, out of breath, 
excited, throwing his snow-touched coat and hat 
down on chair. He is a clean-cut, very at- 
tractive fellow, about twenty-five, with a touch 
of boyish vivacity beneath the suggestion of 
reliable manliness. The two rush into each 
other s arms.) 

Donna 

Gilbert! 

Gilbert 

There is nothing the matter? Nothing? (He 
kisses her eagerly on the lips.) 

Donna 

Why, no, dearest, no. 

Gilbert 

It would break my heart if — (He kisses her 
again.) 

Donna 

I'm so glad you've come; but — why did you? 
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Lee 
I guess I'm responsible. 

Gilbert 

(Seeing him) 

Oh! I beg your pardon. (They greet each other 
affectionately.) 

Lee 

One doesn't always see things in the fire with angels 
in one's arms. 

Donna 

Daddy! 

Gilbert 

I was alone, thinking how — how unworthy I was 
to have such happiness — what a weak fellow I'd been 
at times — and — then your note came. (He gives it 
to Donna.) 

Donna 

(Reading) 

" Come at once. Donna wants to see you." But 
I don't want to see you, Gilbert. 

Gilbert 
Don't you? 
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Donna 
(Confused) 
Oh, I mean — 

Gilbert 

(Solicitously) 

Why did you send for me, Mr. Lee? I thought 
you'd both wish to be alone. Is there something you 
want me to hear with her? Nothing's going to in- 
terfere? 

Lee 

(Crosses slowly, puts hand on Gilbert's shoulders. 

Starts to speak seriously, hesitates, and 

notes Donna's intent look) 

Where are you going on your wedding trip? 

Gilbert 
(Laughing) 
Now, that wasn't why — 

Donna 
Besides, that's our little secret. 

Lee 

Niagara Falls? (They vehemently deny it.) Well, 
wherever you go, don't be too polite to her, and don't 
act as though you'd never been married before. 



Digitized by 



Google 



MADONNA 155 

Gilbert 
I am afraid everybody'U know I'm an amateur. 

Lee 

(Musing) 

I'll never forget how I acted — and I was a good 
deal older than you. My! how proud and foolish 
you feel. 

Gilbert 

(Wisely) 
Yes, sir. 

Lee 

(Smiling) 

Get Gilbert some cigarettes, Donna. (She does so: 
Gilbert takes one, and only smokes it a moment 
nervously.) Let me fix you something. 

Gilbert 
No, I'm not thirsty. 

Lee 

(Smiling) 

Not thirsty? That isn't a legitimate excuse! 

( There is a long pause. They look at one 
another in embarrassed silence. Lee has been 
smoking also.) 
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Donna 
Well, can't we sit down? 

Gilbert 
Sure. 

Lee 

Yes. (They all keep standing, however. He 
finally knocks ashes from his pipe, and sits by fireside.) 
Come here, the two of you. 

Donna 

Just like when you used to tell us fairy stories. 
Goodness! how long ago! 

Lbb 

Perhaps that's what I'm going to tell you now — a 
real fairy story— one I've lived through and have not 
finished quite yet. Now a lot of people would laugh 
at me for talking this way to you two, but they'll 
never get the chance, will they? Life has made me 
believe in "big" things. Perhaps I am wise and 
preachy to-night, but I always feel that way, Donna, 
when — when I think of your mother. 

Donna 
(Reverently) 
My mother! 
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Gilbert 

(Same) 

It's about her you wish to speak to Donna? (Leb 
bows. Gilbert starts to rise.) Then hadn't I better 
go? I know you've always been silent about her. 

Lee 

No, boy. Stay! It's a father's last words to you 
both, and a whisper from a memory. (Gilbert sits 
beside the two. The clock strikes the half hour. The 
fire lights the group. The scene is full of poetry and 
suggestion.) I hadn't amounted to much before I 
met her: but somehow she believed in me and I felt 
she did. She made me want to do things, for her 
sake as well as my own. And she wouldn't let me 
wait till I had : she wanted to struggle along with me. 
We married, and she gave up many a better man. 
You must struggle together for a while. It will bring 
out the best in you — and perhaps I haven't altogether 
forgotten you — But it's of your mother I was 
speaking. I brought her from the church here in this 
room. It has always been home to me all these years. 
(Looking about) It hasn't changed much; only when 
you grew up, Donna, I moved the bed into my little 
room off, and put some books in. (Indicating books 
under picture of Madonna) But the pictures and 
things are about as they were when we first came here 
together, alone. (Reminiscently) She was very beauti- 
ful, children, very beautiful, with her soft eyes and 
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golden hair. How those months passed! We often 
sat by that window during the long summer evenings: 
I, talking over my work with her, and she listening 
gravely and sewing the baby clothes you were soon to 
wear. It was here, you know, you were born. I was 
with Barker in his room. (Smiling.) He seemed to 
think I only needed brandy — Ha! how long it was 
till the late Mrs. B. came to tell me a little girl had 
come. They wouldn't let me speak to your mother 
that day; but, at night, I tip-toed into the room and 
closed that door. We were alone. On the tiny crib 
a hand rested as though it warned all trespassers 
away. I could not move for a long while. I felt in 
some shrine, where no man should have entered. Her 
breath was calm and steady, like music in the silence. 
She moved and brushed a curl from her brow, and 
the moonbeams fell upon her golden hair which haloed 
everything! I went nearer, like a thief, to steal a 
look at you. She did not hear me: she heard the 
breathing of our child, and only in her dreams. I 
pulled the coverlet down and looked at you. You 
weren't so pretty then. (He smiles.) And yet I 
don't think you ever seemed more wonderful to me. 
Your mother never moved, even when I knelt beside 
her and kissed her hand and tried to think the things 
I felt. (A long pause, as though he were lost in 
recollection. Donna looks up. Puts her hand on 
his , recalling him.) I don't know how long I was 
there, only from your mother's face the moonlight rose 
and threw its rays like fingers pointing to the picture 
above her bed. (Indicating Madonna) It was that 
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same picture. (Pause.) Children, there are some 
things we lock in our hearts and throw away the key 
or save the key to use it once. You two alone must 
know I felt somehow that night as though I knew all 
the secrets of the world — for I understood then what 
love was — what marriage really meant to those who 
really loved. (Tenderly) That was the most sacred 
moment in my life. ( There is a sense of awe present.) 
As I sat there, Gilbert, I resolved to be worthy. We 
men never feel worthy, do we? (Gilbert lowers his 
head.) Well, I've tried to be. (Donna squeezes 
his hand.) And to that little bit of breathing flesh, 
now grown so like her mother, I promised all the best 
that could be — so that she would be a worthy wife \ 
and mother to the man she loved — as her mother was \ 
to me. Gilbert, she's the dearest thing I'm leaving / 
behind (Correcting himself) I have. Take good care 
of her. I know you will 'cause I know you are 
worthy, too. (Long pause.) Your mother never 
left her bed. I told her of my midnight visit before 
she — and she only pressed my hand — oh! so faintly — 
and never said a word. But I knew she understood 
and was proud that her little girl would grow up. 
I couldn't help calling you Donna — " Madonna " — 
because somehow that night has always been a yes- 
terday. (He clears his throat.) Children, never be 
ashamed of the biggest and best thoughts you feel. I 
wonder if you two understand the real big thing an 
old, foolish, sentimental father is trying to tell you 
this wedding eve? (Calmly and reverently Donna 
rests her head upon her fathers bosom. He puts his 
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arm about her and looks at Gilbert, who stretches 
out his hand in understanding and in reverence. 
Gilbert'* face is set and determined. Lee stands 
looking at them; then places their hands in each others. 
They watch him go back, take a candle, and hold it 
high above him before the Madonna and her Child. 
They look reverently at it, too. Pause. He puts the 
candle on the table near the picture and comes down.) 
Donna, go to your room. You'll want to be all by 
yourself, now. Say good-night to her, Gilbert, and 
good-by 'til I bring her to you in the church to- 
morrow. 

, (Gilbert reaches over to her, she lifts her lips 
to his but he gently lowers her head and kisses, 
with infinite reverence, her hair. She lifts her 
head, a wonderful smile of spiritual love light- 
ing her eyes. They look at each other firmly. 
He turns to Lee, offers his hand. Lee hugs 
him. Gilbert tries to speak but cannot. He 
turns, halts before the Madonna a second, and 
then exits. Donna crosses to Lee. He takes 
her in his arms. She is very calm now. She 
leaves him, and with a look of emulation, 
proudly flung to the picture, she crosses and 
slowly goes off. 

Lee is alone. He staggers a moment as though 
seized with heart trouble. He recovers with 
effort. He puts out the lights, closes the door, 
fastens the windows, pulls down the shades, 
cutting out the moonlight and leaving only tht 
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firelight and a single candle to light the room. 
He takes this one candle and holds it high 
above the Madonna. He half murmurs before 
it. The clock strikes ten slowly, and he stands 
there motionless, like some shadow, lost in 
memory.) 
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THE PEOPLE 

Oliver Williams (who does not appear) 
Mrs. Oliver Williams, his wife 
Edith Sherwood 



SCENE 
A room in Edith Sherwood's flat 
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rHE entrance from the halhvay is at the back 
in right; the varnished door holds a heavy 
chain which, at rise of curtain, is fastened 
across. Upon the back wall there are many small pic- 
tures and photographs; beneath them a long box-couch 
with a green covering. At the left, a double curtain 
drawn hides further rooms beyond. At the right, a 
bureau and some bookcases fill the space between the 
door and the window which opens out upon the fire- 
escape. There is a writing table in the center with 
chairs about. The room suggests the abode of a woman 
supporting herself, with its certain air of unspecified 
use coupled with touches purely feminine. There are 
some indications, however, that its owner is not with- 
out connections and sympathies more aristocratic than 
her present surroundings would imply. 

The stage is empty for a while, then a bell is heard 
off. The noise of some one behind the curtains is 
suggested evidently rising to open the downstairs front 
door. After a short delay a knock is heard upon the 
apartment door itself. Edith Sherwood enters from 

•Copyright, 191 1, by George Middleton. All rights re- 
served. 
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the other room, and crosses, after portraying a sense 
of the importance of what is to happen. 

She is dressed in a neat, simple, closely fitting ging- 
ham gown which may have been made by herself. She 
is tall, well-lined, robust, and vibrant. There is 
authority and self-reliance in her personality, and the 
beautiful Greek regularity of her face does not entirely 
conceal its warmth and health*. At present, though, 
there are traces of long vigil and mental suffering. 
She removes the chain, opens the door to discover Mrs. 
Oliver Williams standing outside, her hands half 
folded before her as though having waited in patience. 

Mrs. Williams is middle-aged, her hair turning 
gray, her face pinched and bloodless. There is little in- 
dication of any vitality save in her restless eyes: her 
manner is calm though not without conveying some 
studied intention throughout. She uses few gestures, 
and speaks almost without emotion in an even mono- 
tone, yet with a subtle strength in spite of her obvious 
physical weakness. She is very carelessly gowned, and 
her appearance at first would be always inconspicuous. 
She holds a letter in her hand to which she refers and 
then replaces in her handbag. Miss Sherwood is 
slightly embarrassed. 

Mrs. Williams 
Is this Miss Sherwood? Edith Sherwood? 

Miss Sherwood 
Yes. 
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Mrs. Williams 
I am Oliver Williams' wife. 

Miss Sherwood 

Oh, to be sure. I — I didn't mean you should take 
all this trouble, Mrs. Williams. 

Mrs. Williams 

I thought we could talk better. My husband might 
have come in at home. You were not expecting him 
here, though, were you? 

Miss Sherwood 
No, not now. 

Mrs. Williams 
That would have been a pity, wouldn't it? 

Miss Sherwood 
Do come in. 

Mrs. Williams 
Thanks. 

(Mrs. Williams comes in almost diffidently 
as Miss Sherwood, deeply moved and trying 
to gather herself together, slowly crosses the 
door, and mechanically fastens the chain.) 
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Miss Sherwood 

Wrn't on <it dawn? 

Mxs* Williams 
T* **v*. ,~>»- ^**j*r * j ciutir.) You wrote yon. 

Mis~ Williams 

Mjss Shexivood 
Y<% \frs> W-ilianB, it is — aut — 

{Calmly) 
Wdl? 



M«» Si 

I knew exactly what 1 expected to say— but— but 
yoo're not like 1 thought. 
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Mrs. Williams 

Then youVe never seen me with him? (Miss 
Sherwood shakes her head slowly.) We go out 
very little together : he has other places where he — 

Miss Sherwood 

{Interrupting) 

Yes; that's what I want to talk of, Mrs. Williams — 
about myself and him. 

Mrs. Williams 
I thought so; it was kind of you to write — first. 

Miss Sherwood 
( Temporizing) 
Perhaps there was a little curiosity, too. 

Mrs. Williams 

To see what Oliver Williams' wife was like? 
Well, it did surprise you, didn't it? And please you, 
too! (Miss Sherwood conventionally protests.) 
Oh, people never look at me when I* pass. I know. 
But I wasn't always parched and sapless: once I was 
like you — and not so many years ago— like you, red 
and strong — but never so handsome — no; yet inside I 
was alive and beautiful. That's just as good, isn't it? 
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Miss Sherwood 
To be sure — to be sure. 

Mrs. Williams 

(Eying her) 

Well, now that you see I'm not much of a rival 
(Miss Sherwood turns abruptly toward her: they 
face each other) — suppose you tell me what you were 
going to. 

Miss Sherwood 

It's harder than I thought. But I felt I simply 
had to do it. He's not aware I wrote you, is he? 

Mrs. Williams 
I tell him nothing. 

Miss Sherwood 

I'm glad, though it seems somehow disloyal to him. 
(Impulsively) He told me you didn't love him. (Mrs. 
Williams starts slightly.) Oh, you don't, do you? 
Oh, give me the truth and I'll explain. 

Mrs. Williams 

(After a moment's deliberation as though calmly 
trying to measure the other woman) 

Why should that concern you and him? 
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Miss Sherwood 

Oh, it does, it does. I must know that before I 
speak further. I must. I must. Do you love him? 

Mrs. Williams 

No. (Miss Sherwood breathes easier, though the 
other scrutinizes her closely.) But I watch him all 
the time in silence. I wonder if he feels my eyes on 
him. That's how I knew there was somebody else, 
knew it was you. 

Miss Sherwood 
(Slightly surprised) 
He has spoken of me? 

Mrs. Williams 

Once or twice, before he realized you were going to 
mean something to him. He's been silent lately. 
People are so careless while they are still unconscious 
and (pointedly) and innocent. 

Miss Sherwood 
(Indignantly) 
Mrs. Williams, I'm a good woman. I'm straight. 

Mrs. Williams 

(Slowly, as though satisfied) 

Yes, I believe you. I wanted to be sure. Now 
there can be truth between us. 
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Miss Sherwood 

I intend to keep everything honest — honest or noth- 
ing. 

Mrs. Williams 

How can I help you? Fm only his wife — Oliver 
Williams' wife. {Faintly smiling) I wonder if you 
know what that means? 

Miss Sherwood 

I had my idea of what she would — should be like, 
but I can't make you out ; you're different. 

Mrs. Williams 

I'm not the woman he married: I'm made over. 
He has changed, too, in fifteen years. Things are 
different in the spring. You feel you're more his 
sort, eh? 

Miss Sherwood 
He thinks so. 

Mrs. Williams 
Do you? 

Miss Sherwood 
He loves me. 
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Mrs. Williams 

(Half to herself) 

So! it has come to him again! (After a pause) 
Well, now that I've seen you, there's nothing sur- 
prising about that. And you? 

Miss Sherwood 

I care, too. I don't bow my head when I say it. I 
love him. 

Mrs. Williams 
It's in your eyes. 

Miss Sherwood 

But I made up my mind he shouldn't look deep 
into them and see for himself till I was first sure you 
didn't love him. 

Mrs. Williams 
And now that you are sure? 

Miss Sherwood 

I can ask you, as I intended, without compunction, 
let us have our happiness. 

Mrs. Williams 
To marry you? 
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Miss Sherwood 
Yes, of course that. 

Mrs. Williams 
Give him up? Entirely f 



Miss Sherwood 



Yes. 



Mrs. Williams 
{As though recalling) 
How strange! 

Miss Sherwood 

— in my seeking you, his wife, in this unusual, open 
way? 

Mrs. Williams 

No; I was thinking of something else. 

Miss Sherwood 
I see no fault in loving, understand me: so I give 
no excuse, but I must make an explanation. I sat 
here many nights puzzling over what was best, for I 
^new by doing the bravest thing I could keep my love 
riiost clean. When I first met him I didn't know he 
was married: no one of his many friends ever spoke 
of you. Oh, I didn't mean — Forgive me. (Mrs. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE MAN MASTERFUL 175 

Williams motions her to continue.) But I wasn't 
on my guard, and then, as you said, it was all so 
unconscious and beautiful. Yet I soon sensed his in- 
terest: we women are never surprised when men love 
us, are we? We sort of take it for granted. (En- 
thusiastically) But he was so unusual — such a wonder- 
ful, masterful man! 

Mrs. Williams 
Yes; masterful. 

Miss Sherwood 

And I was flattered. I confess it; why shouldn't 
I be — to have Oliver Williams pause and look! Then 
one evening he told me about you. It must have 
been because he knew I was straight, and his feeling 
was the right kind. He saw it pained me, shocked me. 
From that moment I was a divided self. I'm anxious 
you should see how everything was. I tried to draw 
away gradually, but that only led him on. Then, 
when I was about to go for good, to give up my little 
work here — for I felt I couldn't escape him when he 
talked (Mrs. Williams smiles knowingly) — he told 
me you didn't love him. Then, Mrs. Williams, I 
stayed deliberately, because I owed something to the 
thing I knew by now I felt. I wanted to share in 
I his mastery, his career — before all. So I saw there 
\ could be no compromise in secrecy. (She is silent a 
jew moments.) 
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Mrs. Williams 
Love dies of its own breath with the windows closed. 

Miss Sherwood 

That's why I struggled to find what was right; but 
love was no longer a heart-crying emotion; it was a 
problem writhing in my brain as well — and that isn't 
good for love. I couldn't have stood my burning mind 
much more, if he hadn't finally said that — that, with 
you, there was another, too. 

Mrs. Williams 

( Visibly moved for the first time) 
Was? 

Miss Sherwood 
And had been. 

Mrs. Williams 
{Poignantly) 
He told you that? 

Miss Sherwood 
Yes. 

Mrs. Williams 

To bribe you he told you that!! Oh! (She bows 
her head in a long silence.) 
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Miss Sherwood 

{Somewhat at a loss) 

I didn't mean to walk in on anything sacred or 
intimate. It's yours and only mine so far as it might 
help us to some solution. But we must be naked, 
Mrs. Williams, in moments like these. Perhaps he 
thought it would be so much easier for us all if I 
knew. It did seem so to me — if only you and I quite 
understood things right — once and for all. 

Mrs. Williams 
(Slowly) 

It does seem simple-like on the surface, doesn't it? 
(She lifts her head and speaks very deliberately,) 
But you can't have him, do you hear me? You can't 
have him! 

Miss Sherwood 
(Impetuously) 
What's to prevent him if I say— 

Mrs. Williams 

Not these frail arms of mine. No. They couldn't 
keep Oliver Williams from having his own way. 
He'd brush them aside and crush them like those who 
oppose him out in the world. But you alone can stop 
him — and you will. 
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Miss Sherwood 
Step in the way of my own happiness? 

Mks. Williams 
Are you so sure it would be happiness? 

Miss Sherwood 

Yes; it's everything. I can't do without him; I've 
tried to think of it: it's terrible. I know now why one 
commits crimes. I feel sometimes as though I could — 
oh, no, no. I love him. (Bitterly) If you don't love 
each other, why shouldn't he be mine? Did I come 
and steal him? Wasn't love dead between you before 
I came? Why shouldn't I have him? Is marriage 
for you a knot tied in Heaven to whip and bruise 
those others who come within its swing? Why should 
those dry ideals of wifehood stand in the way of throb- 
bing lives? Mine and perhaps the man you love. 
Why? 

Mrs. Williams 

(Calmly) 

Do you believe it's that which stands in your way? 
Listen : if you and he had gpne away together I think 
I would respect you almost as much as I do your 
coming to me now. You should have done what I 
hadn't the strength to do and I would have under- 
stood. But you didn't; so I treat you differently. 
Don't think it's my pride, my duty, or my religion 
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that will keep me firm against you. No. No. I 
wish I had those excuses. 



9 Miss Sherwood 
Then it's small-soulness. 

Mrs. Williams 

No, it's my absolute helplessness now. You can't 
have him, because I need him. 

Miss Sherwood 
I need him, too. He needs me. 

Mrs. Williams 
Oliver Williams needs you! 

Miss Sherwood 
Yes, I can help him to achieve. 

Mrs. Williams 

You! (She smiles; then shakes her head.) You 
can't have him. He's my habit of life; I'm too settled 
to change. 

Miss Sherwood 
(Leaning closer to her) 
Even to go to the other one? 
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Mrs. Williams 

(With a touch of indignation) 

After a dozen years, go to him? What! Take to 
him, because of an opportunity, this sapless body! 
Give this that belongs to the husband, to the man 
who loved me when I was like you! No! No! 
The memory of the thing he loved is better for him 
to keep now; that still warms the coldness. This I 
am to-day would freeze and starve. 

Miss Sherwood 
(Desperately) 
Yet you have starved him all these years. 

Mrs. Williams 
(Quickly) 
Not by taking from him something he had. 

Miss Sherwood 
Yet perhaps he still hungers. 

Mrs. Williams 

You can't tempt me with that. The taste would 
destroy the need; now, for him it's an inspiration, a 
dream unpossessed. He is becoming something and 
I know it's through me. (Recalling) He never mar- 
ried. He sends me presents, without a word, on the 
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anniversaries — as if I needed reminders. But he gets 
no answer, expects nothing, for he never thought I 
cared. 

Miss Sherwood 
Never? 

Mrs. Williams 

If he had once seen my love I should have gone to 
him then. I wouldn't have let him suffer the other 
way — or I would have — (she recoils slightly) — I 
nearly did it as it was! Instead, instead I told my 
husband first, as you have told me first; opened my 
poor heart to him in trust. That's really why you 
can't have my husband, for he didn't let me go: he 
kept me — kept me. 

Miss Sherwood 

He loved you at the time. 

Mrs. Williams 

He wouldn't let another have the thing he owned l y 
He called it love, but words are only masks and we 
all use many words. Yet stunned, bewildered, per- 
haps flattered, too, that I should be worth fighting to 
keep, I weakly submitted to his first wishes. 

Miss Sherwood 

(Struggling against the irony she begins to see) 

It's small, petty revenge you're taking; you're mak- 
ing him and me pay for your own weakness. 
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Mrs. Williams 

No; life's simply paying you both back for the 
weakness he made! It was strength that made me 
gp to him first — strength. IVe never known it since. 
There was something being born at that moment, a 
soul, a character, and he smothered it. It wanted to 
live. But it was such a little thing it couldn't fight 
very much; it hadn't learned how. It died easily; he 
closed the windows about it. 

Miss Sherwood 

{Impressed in spite of herself by the others manner, 
she shudders and is silent for a while.) 

Mrs. Williams, you are speaking of the man I love. 
You are saying dreadful words. To plant in me 
doubts alone would be cruel. Don't you realize, I'm 
trying to be a decent woman, fair to you? But you 
must be fair to me: he is mine, remember, while I 
care — mine here in me. You must let me understand 
what you mean. 

Mrs. Williams 

Yes. We must be naked, you said: it chills, but I 
think you're worth telling it to; for it will save you 
from him. 

Miss Sherwood 

{Loyally) 

You can't strip him. He's too wonderful to me. 
You mustn't try. 
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Mrs. Williams 
Too bad he should lose a love like yours. 

Miss Sherwood 
(Firmly) 
I am waiting to be made sure that he must. 

Mrs. Williams 

. (Her voice gradually warms in color as she speaks) 

■ Then look at me when I have finished telling you. 

► Blame me, if you will; I do myself, though it doesn't 

t seem to alter consequences. But remember, it was that 

I he could do it, that he could rip me from the roots, 

* take me away to isolation ; a lonely island in the Lakes 

where things were barren and the sands dry and burn- 
ing and I had only him before me day and night. 
Then to strip me of all the garments I had worn, to 
j put on the harness of daily service to his man's needs, 

' to do things I never had done before, to fetch and 

carry at his will. And you ask, why, why did I? y 
Because he talked to me the way you know he has; he 
made me believe he was doing it for my good. And 
I kept on because I felt then I had offended him 
somehow — him who couldn't keep my love — and that 
he might also see I was wiping out the fault. But 
he had other reasons than to clear myself in his sight; 
he was doing something else deliberately all the time, \ 
methodically, carefully, studiously. But I didn't seey 
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it at first — pain dulled me too much to look outside. 
I only knew in the loneliness the days were growing 
longer after a while, and when I faltered, he came 
to me kindly and helped me with his own hands to 
fetch and carry. And all the days grew longer and 
he helped me more and more. And then I began to 
ask his help and he smiled. I knew why later. He 
gave it gladly. And then one day I was ill and / let 
him wait on me without the asking. From that mo- 
ment I was lost — lost. Oh, I see every step of it 
now. If only the hand of him I loved could have 
touched me just once; but I was too far away to feel 
it and I was too numb and I was living in a fog. 
Then things lifted slowly as fogs do, and I saw what 
my husband was accomplishing. I began to watch to 
be sure I was right. That's where I began to watch. 
I was right. I saw through his heart. I put tests: 
he always met them, did as I expected. It fascinated 
me to watch, as though I saw the gallows being built — 
interested me, eased the pain somehow, too. He was 
devoting himself to accomplish one end — with all his 
absorbing power, one end: to make himself necessary 
to me; to make me see I was his dependent thing. 



Miss Sherwood 
(Enthusiastically ) 

That was strength! Wonderful strength! If he 
had done that to me I should have loved him for it! 
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Mrs. Williams 

It wouldn't have hurt you. You're that sort of 
woman; made to live with steel. That's maybe why 
he loves you. He feels that perhaps. You would ^ 
have been his slave! 

Miss Sherwood 
Yes, to my glory! 

Mrs. Williams 
And you couldn't have left him? 

Miss Sherwood 

No! 

Mrs. Williams 

Neither could I — neither can I; but for a different 
reason. Do you think him so heartless to have kept 
it always like that? Oh, no; he knew his methods 
well. He came to me one day and told me I could go 
if I desired — leave him. He wanted me to credit 
his generosity, to bind me closer, to make me believe 
I was staying of my own free will — that strongest 
bond of all. He didn't know I saw through him and 
that I didn't dare wound his pride further by showing 
him I knew. But each time I tried to break I felt 
bound more and more by the sense of my own help- 
lessness, my own limitations which he had planned to 
make me realize. Before, sheer love without thought 
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and self doubt could have swept me on safely through 
anything: but now — now I doubted myself. And in 
that doubt I found my own unworthiness. I couldn't 
take that to the other. I couldn't, but my husband 
did not know I couldn't. That's why I stayed. 
That's why I saw only too willingly the many obstacles 
for leaving him he used to throw in my way — finding 
eager excuses within myself for the crime against my 
love — ; that's why more and more I slipped back, back 
upon that helplessness which at least obtained service 
from him. And as I took it more and more greedily, 
with the years I lost more and more the red blood 
of life, and, for sheer self-protection, I began, in turn, 
to bind him to me more and more by that helplessness 
until there was nothing of my own strength left — only 
the rut habit dragged me through, the rut I have never 
been able to escape from all these years. And that's 
why you can't have him. Look at me! Look what 
I am! I've no strength to be alone. He's my habit 
of life. I'd be lost without him. I can't do things by 
myself. I'm helpless — dependent. I'm his. He tied 
me to him, bound me: I'm round his neck: he must 
drag me on. You can't, with your love, untie that 
knot; I can't. He tied it. He has got to keep the 
thing he made. I'm his. He's mine — mine — to the 
end! 

( There is a long pause. Miss Sherwood has 
bowed her head, completely overcome. Mrs. 
Williams, however, soon gains control of 
herself, covertly looks toward the other, and 
waits. They resume very quietly.) 
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Miss Sherwood 
If it only had been love I could forgive him. 

Mrs. Williams 
So could I — a little — but not myself. 

Miss Sherwood 

It wasn't honest of him to tell me of the other one, 
after that. 

Mrs. Williams 

He drove the other deeper into my life. I did not 
know he realized it. That's something to have learned. 

Miss Sherwood 
(Bitterly) 
To bribe me! It wasn't honest! 

Mrs. Williams 

{Following up her advantage) 

He's not honest, I tell you. He has a way of stalk- 
ing up and down, making you believe him in spite of 
yourself because his pride is in it. It's his power. I 
gave him that power. 

Miss Sherwood 
You! 
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Mrs. Williams 

/ Yes. I watched it come into birth there on the lonely 
island. Don't you see his own strength was on trial? 
He couldn't afford to fail. So, through conquering 
me, a frail woman, he found the way out there to 
conquer in the world. 

Miss Sherwood 
I wonder if he knows that? 

Mrs. Williams 

(Shaking her head and smiling faintly) 

That's my secret and why I sometimes smile. So 
you can teach him nothing. 

Miss Sherwood 

And I thought I could give him something greater 
than you! 

Mrs. Williams 

You'd be like the others. (Miss Sherwood looks 
up slowly.) I can tell you. There have been others. 
He will remember you, for he forgets when once 
he has. 

Miss Sherwood 
That strips everything. 
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(Calmly) 

I must fight for what is mine. I watch him: I 
always know when they come. I take them away 
from him one by one: there's a way. You are better 
than the others: I've given you the truth. (There is 
silence , then she rises.) And if he should come here — 
and talk? 

Miss Sherwood 
(Looking up) 
I'd see you clinging to his arm. 

Mrs. Williams 

(Relieved) 

Then go away. Don't wait or hope for me. Dead 
trees stand long. What good you've brought each 
other through the feeling will remain. (Smiling 
grimly) I don't mind that since I have him. 

Miss Sherwood 

Yes, I'll go. Everything is over. 




Mrs. Williams 

Miss Sherwood 
you. 
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Mas. Williams 

(Smiling enigmatically) 

I don't want him to: that would make it harder 
for me and him. 

Miss Shebwood 
I see. (She buries her head in her arms.) 

Mas. Williams 

(After some hesitation) 

I feel for you with what there is left in me. Mem- 
ory just now made me live and suffer for a moment. 
It will be with you, too, a long while. Then some 
morning you will awake without his name on your 
lips; that will cut deepest when you think of it, for 
it seems disloyal to forget. But that also will pass 
and you 11 find new reasons besides the ones I've shown 
for doing what you must do. I know: we all fool 
ourselves so to make things easier. Good-by. 



Miss Sherwood 



Good-by. 



» 



Mrs. Williams 
(At the door) 
If he had only let me go — made me go! 



/ 
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Miss Sherwood 
He would have been free and I might have — 

Mrs. Williams 
Strange how life works out. 

Miss Sherwood 

(Yearning) 

I might have — 

Mrs. Williams 

Who knows? He might have been different if he 
hadn't conquered me. 

Miss Sherwood 
/ must suffer for it. 

Mrs. Williams 
The best thing he has loved, too. Strange I 

(As Mrs. Williams is about to go out of 
the door which she has opened a sudden idea 
strikes Miss Sherwood. She rises and faces 
Mrs. Williams.) 

Miss Sherwood 

Mrs. Williams, did you tell the truth? Did you 
tell every thing f Do you still love — ? (She halts 
helplessly at the other's silence.) What difference 
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would it make, anyway? It's over. Oh! ! — (She 
comes slowly down and sits upon the chair again, 
her hands clasped before her J) Yet it was masterful!! 
(She seems to glow at the thought, but Mrs. Wil- 
liams only smiles enigmatically and slowly goes out, 
quietly closing the door after her.) 



THE CURTAIN FALLS SLOWLY 

MAY 2 9 1918 
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•• Mr. Middleton's plays stand out from the bulk of American drama through 
their literary quality and the serious purpose with which they are conceived. 
His is a voice crying in the wilderness of clap-trap makeshifts hugging the 
managerial fancy — keen sense of character and apparently instinctive feeling - 
for the feminine point of view, together with his remarkable faculty for seiz- 
ing his people at a crisis in their lives and putting their whole history before 
us with a few deft touches.*' — {Brooklyn Eagle, 

GEORGE MIDDLETON'S TRADITION 

and On Bail, Their Wife, Waiting, The Cheat of Pity and 

Mothers, $1.35 net; by mail $1.44 

" All these little pieces are admirable in technique : they are soundly con- 
structed and written in natural and lucid dialogue. He reveals at every 
point the aptness of the practised playright— this tribute must be paid to an 
author who has dared to analyze in many moods the diverse and fluctuating 
personality of the woman of today — he has sounded to the depths the souls > 
of those eccentric and extraordinary women whom he has chosen to depict.** 
— Clayton Hamilton In the (Bookman. 

"He reveals a knowledge of the feminine heart and character and a sym- - 
pathy with feminine ideals that is unusual in one of the opposite sex. Mr. 
Middleton seems on intimate terms with them all and his gallery of contempo- 
rary portraits of women is complete. Women who want to understand them- 
selves should take a look at Tradition: what they see there will, on the 
whole, be flattering. In tact, the modern independence seeking, own think- ~ - 
ing woman has not found a more sympathetic and understanding friend 
than the author of Tradition, The workmanship of these plays is about as 
perfect as could be — which means they are most agreeable to read.** — 
New York Globe. 

" In all of these plays the conversation is tense and suggestive. They are 
eminently actable and are well adapted for reading.*' — (Boston Evening 
Transcript. 

" These little plays are concentrated drama, easy to read and visualize, 
thoughtful as to theme and powerful in suggestiveness.** — Reott» of Reviews* 

" Mr. Middleton's plays furnish interesting reading. The author deserves 
praise for his skill and conscientious workmanship — succeeds admirably as 
a chronicler of striking events and as an interpreter of exceptional people 
in exceptional circumstances.** — New York. Times. 

"The chief advantage of his method is its absolute sincerity and realism. 
The real drama of a life time is revealed. They are a real contribution to 
the stage of today.**— Phlla. Public Ledger. 
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"One feels the pla? of great repressed emotional force*, h the presenta- 
essen ri a f ly " 



economy of meant, and Possession well keeps up the standard set bj 
" " tend Tradition." — The Independent. 



tion of such essentially intimate studies, he succeeds with a remarkable 
economy * . - .. . 

Embers i 

GEORGE MIDDLE-TON'S POSSESSION 

and The Groove, A Good Woman, The Black Tie, 
Circles, The Unborn 

$1.35 net 

"Brief, tense, filled with an understanding sympathy for woman herself 
and for her curious and complex s i t u a tion in the world to-day, these sis 
plays make unusually good reading. So clearly are characters, crises, and 
backgrounds expressed that the whole is easily visualized. . . « In all 
the [Mays the author has been satisfyingry successful in writing a complete 
thing, not a fragment of something longer. People living in the world as 
we know it are shown to us at some moment when the stress of life brings 
them into their supreme dramatic crisis. . • . You see into their hearts, 
into which they too are looking, be it for good or evil. • • . Each 
plav is an excellent bit of workmanship — short as they are, the whole story 
u there, with elbow room about it, . . . Mr. Middleton*s outlook on 
life, his conceptions of the relations of men and women to each other and 
to society is a fine one, generous and tolerant, but not sentimental, and not 
in the least leaning towards that license which is a negation of real freedom. 
• • ; No one else is doing his kind of work and his books should not 
be missed by readers looking for a striking presen t ati o n of the stuff that life 
is made of.' • . • JVeiD York Times. 

44 As an example of a dramatist with a reading public George Middletoa 
Is practically unique. A minor reason for his success lies in their te ch nical 
excellence, good dialogue, good chara c t eri za ti on and cumulative interest. A 
major reason is his adroitness in seizing at the full tide the subjects in which 
the thinking world seems at present engrossed.**— Chicago Evening Post m 

" He is distincdy a play-maker of serious purpose and honorable achieve- 
ment, and 1 have no doubt that one day he will come into his own in the 
theatre.*' • . • H. L. Mencken, of Baltimore Sun, 

M Mr. Middleton*s favorite subject is a struggle between a woman who is 
ahead of the times and an environment that is behind the times; and his 
plays are equally interesting to those who sympathize with his advanced 
women and to those who sympathize with the older-fashioned people who 
surround them.** — The Bookman. 

" He is in earnest, and he always tries to choose subjects of importance. 
As our soul prophet of the one-act play, his importance is real for he is both 
an experienced and idealistic playwright" — Chicago Tribune. 

"They (his women) are real, actuated by the irrational and indefensible, 
but somehow logical courses that impel mankind in its perpetual blunder* 
ings.** — Springfield Republican. 
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"I hare carefully studied the plays of George Middleton and admire not 
only his technical dexterity but also his sympathetic characterization. Tech* 
aically speaking, he can give cards and spades to many successful drama- 
tists. • • 1 can answer for their readable quality.' —Jams* Huneker, 
Author of Egoists, Iconoclasts, etc, 

GEORGE MIDDLE-TON'S NOWADAYS 
A Three Act Comedy of American Life* $1.00 net. 

" Nowadays is notable not only as a sane and veracious study of con- 
temporary life, but for dramatic qualities which ought to make it valuable 
in the theatre. Dealing with the relations of the sexes, and making a strong 
and effective plea for a more equal partnership for woman in the opportun- 
ities and responsibilities of life, it shows a philosophic realization of the 
limitations imposed by nature and the hard facts of existence. The story, 
bee from all sensationalism or extravagance, is strong in the naturalness of 
its situations and the vitality of its contrasted personages.*' — N. Y. Even- 
ing Post. 

"George Middleton's Nowa Jays, in which the very fibre of American 
character is woven into the substance of its theme, has done more than any- 
thing else to raise the art to the level of production which characterizes the 
dramatic literature in England and on the Continent.*' — Boston Transcript. 

'* The first strong impression made by Mr. Middleton's work is the elastic 
breadth of view. We have many men to-day writing on Feminism in some 
of its phases; few indeed who can understand and express so many. He 
shows a broad vision. His plays should interest thinking women every- 
where and should make men think." — Charlotte Perkins Cilman in 
The Forerunner. 

" A striking drama of the present moment and of real people." — The 
Independent. "The spirit of the twentieth century is in his plays; also a 
spirit of justice and generosity towards women." — Alice Stone Blackvotll in 
Woman's Journal. "Mr. Middleton's contribution to the growing body 
of American dramatic literature is distinguished by its earnest realism, its 
sanity and its high good humor." — Current Opinion. " The play appeals 
throughout It is absolutely honest with its theme. Work so sincere and 
skillful should find many readers." — Prof . Richard Burton in The Bellman. 
."Mr. Middleton has tagged his play a comedy, but it remains a little tragedy 
for all that, to people who like to think." — Edna Kenton in Chicago Even- 
ing Post. "Nowadays is the most significant contribution in drama to the 
interpretation of the woman's movement in America." — Percy Mackaye. 
"Steadily interesting and entirely human." — The Nation. "The work 
well deserves publication." — Westminster Gazette. " A good comedy." — 
'Detroit Free Press. " The play is well built, the dialogue natural and 
pointed." — Arthur Ruhl in N. Y. Tribune. "The comedy is a mirror 
reflecting in an admirably organized production a vitally significant phase of 
modern life." — Washington Star. "If you want a sane, attractive defin- 
ition of Feminism, read Nowadays." — N. Y. Globe. 
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A FEW RECENT PLAYS BY AMERICANS 

feukh M. Dfe»s ACROSS THE BORDER 

A play against war, showing in four scenes, two "beyond 
the border" of life, the adventures of a highly likable young 
Lieutenant He goes on a desperate mission, finds The Place 
of Quiet and The Dream Girl, as well as The Place of Winds, 
where he learns the real nature of War, and finally in a field 
hospital tries to deliver his message. With 2 illustrations, 
80 cents net 

New York Tribune: "One of the few pleas for peace that touch both 
the heart and the intelligence. ... Its remarkable blending of stark 
realism with extravagant fancy strikes home. . . • It is well nigh 
impossible to rid one's mind of its stirring effect." 

New York Times: "Impressive, elaborate and ambitious. ... A 
voice raised in the theater against the monstrous horror and infamy of 
war. . . . The Junior Lieutenant has in him just a touch of The 
Brushwood Boy/* 

Of the author's "Allison's Lad* and other one-act plays 
of various wars ($1.35 net), The Transcript said, "The tech- 
nical mastery of Miss Dix is great, but her spiritual mastery . 
is greater. For this book lives in the memory." 

PerdvmlL. Wilde's DAWN and Other One- Act PUyt 

"Short, sharp and decisive" episodes of contemporary life. 
Notable for force, interest and at times humor. $120 net. 

DAWN, a tense episode in the hut of a brutal miner, with 
a supernatural climax. THE NOBLE LORD, a comedy 
about a lady, who angled with herself as bait. THE 
TRAITOR is discovered by a ruse of a British command- 
ing officer. A HOUSE OF CARDS, about a closed door, 
and what was on the other side— tragic. PLAYING WITH 
FIRE, a comedy about the devotion of a boy and girl. THE 
FINGER OF GOD points the way to an ex-criminal by 
means of a girl he had never seen before. 

lily A. Long's RADISSON: The Voyageur 

A highly picturesque play in four acts and in verse. The 
central figures are Radisson the redoubtable voyageur who 
explored the Upper Mississippi, his brother-in-law Groseil- 
liers, Owera the daughter of an Indian chief, and various 
other Indians. The daring resource of the two white men in 
the face of imminent peril, the pathetic love of Owera, and 
above all, the vivid pictures of Indian life, the women grind- 
ing corn, the council, dances, feasting and famine are notable 
features, and over it all is a somewhat unusual feeling for 
the moods of nature which closely follow those of the people 
involved. $1.00 net. 

HENRY HOLT AND COMPANY 

PUBLISHERS NEW YORK 
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